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The firft Song in the Ball at Court. 
I, 

Paſs all my honrs in a (hady old Grove, 

And 1 live not the day that 1 ſee not my love: 
I ſurvey every wa know my F/;/y 15 gone, 
And ſigh when I think we mere there all alone, 

O th.n "tis, Othen I think there*, no(uch Hell) 

Lik- loving, like loving too well, 


Bt each ſhade, and each co:ſcious Bo ve: that I Fired, 

Where once have been happy, & ſhe has beea kind, 

And 1 ce the print lefc of her ſhape in the Green, 
And 1 imagiac the p'eafure may vet come agen, 

Y 0 tben'tw, O then Tth nk n#'11)"s above 

The pleaſurc, the pleaſures cf love, 


3 

While alone to rm; ſelf, 1 repeat all her chirms, 

he 1love may be leck'd in ano: her mans arms : 
She ma; laugh ac my caces, and fo f4]ſ: ſhe may be, 

[@ (ay a!) rhe kind thangs ſhe betore aid co me. 

(0 then ttt, Othulihy bibercs ro [noch Hl, 
1{..>: eving. like (owing tro well, 
A 4. But 
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4. 
Bur when 1 conder the truth of her heart. 
S <h an innoceit paſſion, ſo »z .d without art, 
I fcar 1 have wrong dher, and bore ſhe ma, be 
So full at t ue love, asto he jea'on of rye, 

O then "tu, O then | think n jo '1 ab:ve 

T. e pleaſur , the pleaſures of live. 


ms 


_— 
——____r 


The ſecond Soug 5: the Maſque at Core. 


I, LoverIam, anda Loverlie be, (b- fre 
«nd hope ''om my tre love 1 ſhall neve 

Ler wiſdom be blam'd in the grave woman- hacer, 

Yet never to love, is a ſign 0; ill nature : 

Puc he wo 'oves ell and wile pailion is ſtronp 

Shall never be wreeched, but eve: ie young. 


2.\Vith hopes & wich fears, like a ſhip in the Ocear 
Orr hears are kept dancing and ever in motion, 

W hen our pallion 1s pallid, and ou: fancy wou'd tai! 
A lrtle kind quarrel ſu phes a f-cſh gae: 

But when «>< doubr's cle1. '4 and the jealouſt's gone, 
How wc kits, and cnibrace, and ca!i never have done, 


- 
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A Seng at the Kin's Houſe. 


1. [JOw hard is a hearc to be cur'd 
That 1s 6nce overwelm'd with diſpair, 

'Tis a pain by force is endur'd, 
Deſpiſes our piry, and ſcoffs ar our fear ; 
Putit peching butdeath ſhall untie 
Thoſe fettess wherewith you enfſlave me, 
For \our ſike ] am reaGy to try 
It you are unw:.ling to leave me, 

Then 1 am not unwilling to dye. 


2. How muca were it better complying 

With the tears, the ſighs and the groans 

Of a poor diſtreit lever dving, 

And li't to the c11c8 of his piuiul moans : 

When \ our Slave ſha!l inrcriumoh bz led 

To ſee the efcas of good nature, 

It ſhall for your honor be ſed, 

'Tis true you have kiild 2 poor Creature, 
Yet have raid him apain from the dead. 


3. Thouzh your heart be as c@'d as the ice 15, 
Ar one time or ocher you'll find, 
Tha: love has a thouſand devices 
To baniſh could thoughts from your fcrupnlous 
' (mind 
A3 Thy 
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Thy aid mighty 7ove ] implore, 
That thou tv the fair one diſcover, 
The joys 7 have for her in ſtore, 
Which ſhe to her paſlionate Lover 
Willi ſay, ſhee 1] be cruel no more. 


— — —S 


—_— 


A Son; at the Kings Houſe. 


1. Loria, let my Paſtjon ever 
Be to you as [deſign : 

F'ames ſo noble, that you weyer 

Saw the like till you knew mine, 


2. Not a breet'1 of feigned p1ſlion 
Fion my lips ſhall reach your ears, 

Nor this love that's now 1n faſhion, 
Made of Modett ſighs and tears, 


3. Ia my breaſt a coom ſo fitting 
For your heart / yvil] prepare, 

That y ouw'i] never think of quitting, 
Were you once ut hardned there. 


4- The Rent's net great thac 7 requite 
Ficm your heait mine to Iepay, 


—— — 


-Fortitude's 
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Fortitudes all I deſire 
To keep your Lodging fiom decay, 


5, Faireſt Saint thea be not cue], 

{ Nortolove me count it fin, 

Sincea [mile from you is fewel, 
For to keep this fire. 


6. When I am forc'd by death or gpe, | 
From your flames for to retire, oY 
All true Lovers 7'e ingage, 
Still my paſſion co adm re, 


—— — 


T he laſt Scng at the Kixgs Howſe. 


Wife 1 do hate, 

For either ſhe's falſe, or ſhe's Jealous ; | 

But give me a Maid, | 
That nothing will a«k or tell us: | 
She ſtands on no terms, | 
Nor chaffers by way of Indenture | 
Her love's for your fai ms, 
But takes tie kind man at a venture. i 


2. If all prove not right, | 
Withnit AR, Pocels, or waning, 

Fioem a \V:fc for A night, 

You may be Uivarc'd in the morn, 


le's A3 \\ hire 
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Whe e Parents are ſlaves, 

Their Brat« cannot be any other, 
Great wits, and great Braves, 

Have always a Funk to their Mother. 


—— ——_ — 


A Song. 


1. VWE:tchou bur half ſo wiſe as thou art fair, 
Thou wouldſt not need fuch courting 
'Twill prove aloſ: youll ne re repair, 
Should you till defer your fporring : 
This peeviſh hall T, ſhall T, you ll repent, 
When yonr Spring 1$ over, 
Beauties afcer-«marh---no kind f;.iends hath 


;Y To gratitic a lover. 


2. Perhaps you may think tis a ſin: to deal, 
Til Him n doth Authorize you : 

Though the Gods themſelves ſweet pleaſures fteal, 
Thar to coyneſs thus adviſe you. 

Pox upon the Link-boy and ins Taper, 
Ile ki s, although nat have you, 

T.cas an Fungch wrcre, ali the Text that you quote, 
And ct. e Ethicks that inflave you. 


3.1 


Fc 
Fe 


Ty 
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3. Tam ſure + 01 have heard of that ſprightl; Dame, 
Chat » kh Mars fo often traded, 

H.d t.ec od, bur thoug!t ſhe had been too blame, 
S.ch d ſure! been de raded, 

Nor is bud C pid lcf> eſteemed 
For ihe {1 -tricks of hi) Mother, 

Fo. men do a {ore, that Son of a Whore, 
As rauch as any ocher, 


4, 'Ti plain Aniq ity doth le, 
W :ich made Lucrcrs: 1queamiſhs 
Fo thar which you c.li Chaſtic , 
U,on her letr a b:cmiſh, 
For wh nh-r Paramau- grew weak, 
Her pafiun wax d ſtronger, 
For the Leckecous Orab, her ſelf did tub, 
Cauſe Ta 9u:n ſtaidno lager, 


5. Then away +ith this Bup-bear Vice, 
You are Joſt if that you fly me, 

In {5 -5um (if you here are nice) 
You never ſhail come nigh me ; 

H:1! for Veſtals 1s a « loyiler, 
I dont run doing thicher, 

For the Pleaſa .c Shades, are for h:r that crades, 
Lecs truck and £0 together, 


A4 4 


et Ceres 


Weminfter- Drollery. 
A late Seng by aperſens} qui 41). ? 


Lb ng what ſhall I do, 1 have t:ken on me now 
To make a Song, I vom, Owo:rs me: 
14m comnanded to't, 1 dare not Nand it our, 
Taouzgh 1am put toth' che rout, ic maſt be: (foot 
T hou ſhalt do't, then ſtand to't, le fer my Muſe on 
With a good chirpmg cup, ( of wine, 
There miy ſore hidden minc, ſpring from the juice 
Then rake't, and drink ic up. 


2.Poxon', itwill not do, I wuit have t other too, 
I claim it as my dre, and mnt lov: ; (high 
Far where the Lind is Jry,the - 0.1 husband he doth 
To bring the water nigh to improv'r. 
Here's the uſe of the juice, open me then the laice, 
And deay my wit 11 grata, : 
That ſcull's re re empty, that takes it in pl-nty, 
Its the onely ſpring of the brain. 


3. Vadim now you may ſez,whit obedience is in me, 

1] have done what may he to obey, (to boor, 

T have (et my Muſe on feor,witi the ſprightly grape 

Your commands made medo't, they maſt (way : 

Jt my pate ſoon 0: Jate,ſhall bing to. t'1 ſome conceir, 
To you my vt Iowe. 


If 


If 
If 


Il 


LEP 
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If 1do fall flat, it's becauſe, mark you that, 


] ama cup to low. | 
1f 7 ſpeak ſenſe e. ough, or did ſpeak but ſtuff, 
All 1s alike to me, 
ef !lcnever pauſc upon't, you were the caule ont, 
And that's my Apolopie. 


— - _——— - ———_ 


—  - -—"—_——<———_— 


n Silvia, J{a'e by a Perſou of Honor. 


Pf But the Anſwer ana Reply lately aldei. 
y - 


C/lvi: cell me, how long it will be 
Betore you will grant my deſire : 
o, | Is there noend of your c.uelty, 
h But molt 1 conſume in this tire, | 
th } You'lnot tell me you love me,nor yet that you hate. 
Bur take plealvre in ſeeing me languiſh. 
e, | Ah $.Jvis, pity my deſperate ſtare, 
For you arc the caulc of my anguiſh, 


mn pr rn—_ —————— ——_— 


Her inſwer. 


ne, 

Or, im n Itcil thee, I never ſha'l be 
zpc in 2 hum, ur to grant th: deſire, 
Nor czn I bertaxd with cruelty, 

eits Having one that 1 more do admire, 


If For 
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For 'ris him that I love, and thee thar 1 hate, 
Yet | find youfuin would be doing, 
No, Demvn, * ou never ſhailbem M-ce,' 
| hen prethce Friend leave off (hy woing, 


————_ —__ 
—————* 
- 


g. yl vis know, 1 never ſhall more 
Be a Suitor to pride and &i daining, 

Nor can my reſpeRs be as heretofore, 

Being now in the time of their vaining : 
For I prize not thy love, nor I fear not tay hate, 
| then prethee c:ke it for a warning, 

When ever you meet with another mare, 
Faith Si/vie leave off your ſcorning. 


CCC ——_— 
LY —_— —— dt __] 


—— 


A So gat th Kings Houſe. 


he ——_— 


T. \\VHereever IsT, an] whatever | do, 
My Ph.l! *s fill in my mind : 
When :n:rv, Il mean not to Philly to go, 
My feet of themſelves the way ftad. 
Unknown to my felf, I am juſt at her door, 


And 'vhen [ would rail, I can ' ring out no more. 


T nem Phillis r:0 fair an! wnkhin ?, 
Then Phii'is r62 fair aw { wokin/. 


2, When 


bus] 
- 


[. 


St 


dre, 
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2, When Phils 1 fee, mv heat burns in my breaſt, 
And the love I would itifle is ſhown, 
Bur aſleep or awake, Iam never at reſt, 
When trom mine c\es Phi//cs 15 gone, 
Sometimes a ſweet dream does delide my fad mind, 
Bur alas when] wake, and no Ph/{s 1 find, 
T hen I fi,h to my ſilf all alone, 
The: 1 ſigh tomy ſe f ab aloe. 


3- Should a King being Rival in herl adore, 
He ſhould offer his txealure in vain. 
O let me alone, to be happy and poor, 
And give me my Phillis again : 
Let P11 s be mine, andever be kind, 
| could co a Deſart with her be confin d, 
An1 enty no Afonarch by Revon, 
And envy no Monarch hue reign, 


4. Alas ! Idiicover too much of my love, 
And ſhe too well knows her own power : 
She makes me each day anew Martyrdom praye, 
And makes me grow jealous each hour, © 
But lect her cach minute cor ment my poar mind 
I had rather love Phils both faife and uikird, 
T hen evcr be freed from bey power, 
Then ev.r be freed from ir powe-, 


The 
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The Coy Lad, lighted at lat. 


I. or Celis once was very fair, 
P® A quick bewicching eye the had, 


Moſt neatly look d her braided hair, 
He- lovely cheeks would make you m d. 
Tpen ber lip do all the Graces pay} 
Ani en hey breaſts 1.ntiouſand Cupids lay. 


2. Then man; adoting Lover came, 
From Seventeen unto Twenty one : 
Each told her of his mighty fl.me, 
Fur ſhe forfooth afﬀected none, 
Thu was not han1ſone, t other was not fine, 


T bis of Tobacco {m.l:, and that of wine. 


3. But t'other day it was my fate 
To paſs alonp that way alone : 
I ſaw no Coach before her gate, 
But at her door I heard her maan, 
Anl drojt atcar, and ſightay, ſeem 1 to ſay, 


Town La'wes marry, marry whilſt you may. 
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A Sony, at the Kings Houſe. 


1. WW 01d thou art ſo wicked grown, 
That thy deceits I muſt diſown, 

Since Knaves from honelt cannot be known, 
So general is Diltraion. 


2, Men that grave and ſhould be wile, 

In their opinzons a:e ſo preciſe, 

That always they turnup the whites of their eyes, 
W hen plotting ſome other faction. 


Conventicles are grown ſorife, 
Whoſe followers arc ſo mary, 

There's ſo Tuch gathered for their relief, 
Poor Cavaliers can not get any. 


Wir vithour money is ſuch a cu'ſe, 
No Mortal would be in its clutches : 

And he that has one withour r'other, is worſe 
Then a Cripple witbeur hi> crutches, | 


—— RN —_—_— — _ — — — 


—_ 


A So g by a Perſon of Qalicy, 


How, hold, and no further advance, * 
'* Forlmc.ſt in atrance. 


Tf 
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If an inch mo:e vou give, 
I'm nut able to hve, 
Then draw back , our lance. 


So new tis pretty well my love, 
Yer ut you wall, 
You may ſomewhac further ſhove, 
But do not kl}, 
] dye, I dye, my breath's almoſt a gone, 
Pray lec me ſleep, and He wakeanon. 


—  — 


_ | —— 
——om——— ———x ——wn ef — — 


A Roaamentacze on by crxel \'ift»;-. 


CEck no: to know a woman, for ſhe's worſe 
C2 1 hen alt Ingredients cramd into a curſe. 
Were ſhe but ugiy, peevith, proud, a Whore, 
Perjut d or p.nted, {» ſhe were no mo'e, 

] could forg;ve her, and connive at this, 
Alled2ing £11! ſhe bur a woman 15 : 

Buc ſhe is worſe, and may 1n time forefta] 
] he Devi\, 2nd be the damning of us 2. 


w3 


ASONG. A Dial gue between two Friends. 
my 


Ture, How /evere an forge:ful i old ages 


R. 
I. Ow nnh -ppy 4 lover am TI, 
Wwilit | figh for my Phillis in vain, 
All my ..ope ot detight, are another mans right, 
W.ois uappy wailltl amin pain. 


W. 
2 Since her honor af{o1d> no relief, 
- AswFLy the pains which you bear, 
Its the be!t of your f.te, in a hejpleſs Rate, . 
1o give over beiimes todeſpaire 


; R. 

3. Thaveried the falſe MeCicine: in vain, 
Yec I wiſht what i hope notto win, 
From without my defires his no food toirs fires, 

But it burns and conſumgs me within. 


W. 
4.Yet at bit its a comfort to know 
That you are noc unbappy alone; 
For tie Nymph you adore. 1s as «retc%:d or more, 
And. accounts all your ſufferings: ter own, 


5.9 
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FR. 
5. O you Powers Jet me ſuffer for both, 
Art the !cer of my Phillis Nie lye, 
Ile refign up my breath, and take pleaſure in death, 
To be viticd by her when I dye. 


W. 
6. What her honor denied you in life, 
In her deach ſhe will give co her love : 
Such a flame as is rive, after Fate will renew, 


For the ſo.ils do meet freely above. 


A SONG. Call: d the _— 4; 


I. O O you powerful Gods, if 1 muſt be 
an 1njur'd Offering to Love: D. itY, 
Grant my revenge, thts plague on Ten, 
Thar women ne're may love agen. 
T ben lie Withjoy ſubmit nimnto my fate, 
IV b:ch by your } ustice give, your Empire date. 


2. Depoſe that proud inſulting Ty: ant Boy, 
Who moſt is pleafed when he A. moſt aero : : 
Olec the world no longer govern d be, - 
By ſuch a blind and childiſh” Deity. 

For if you Goa are inJo:r power [evere. 

BY: Phat advre 16H, nf for los F bur he . 


I. Bir 
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3. But if you'll his D.vinity maintain 

('Tiv-men, falſe men, confirm his corc'ring reign) 
And when their hearcs Loves greaceit torment prove 
Le: that no pity, but our laighter move, | 
T has ſcorn'd and left to all their wifht for aim, 

Let razc, deſpair avi death cor:ſume their flame. 


V 


— 


be —__—_—_—_—_— 


T be By o0ing, Ro: we. 
The Tune is, My Freedom ur all my 'y- 


I, Ome live with me, and be my Whore, 
And we will teg from door to door, 

hen under a hedge we'll {it and lowfe us, 

ati! the Beadle comes to 10uſe us, 

And if chey1l give us no relief, 

T hou ſhalt turn Whore, ani I le turn Thief, 

T hou ſhalt turn Whore, and IleturnT huf. 


2.1f thoncanſt rob, then I can ſteal, 
And we'll eat Roaſt.meat every meal : 
Nay, we'll eat White-bread every day, 
And thiow our mouldy cruſts away, 
And twice aday we will be drunk, 

And then at xi:bt I (e hiſs my Punk, 
And then at n (bt I'le kiſs my Punk. 


B 3. And 


\s 
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3. And when we both ſhall have the pox, 

We then ſhall want both ſhirts and (mocks, 

To ſhift each others mangy hide, 

Thar is « ith Itch ſo pockihide : 

We'll rake ſome clean ones from a hedge, 
And 'e:ve envy old ones for a pl: Le> 
An'l avtonr old ine! for « ple.ge. 


A Sen;, at the Kings Howſe, 


1. How —_— is forgerful old age, 
To confine a poor Lover fo, 
That I almoſt deſpair, toleeeven the air, 
Aduch mo: Emmy 4 ear Damon, bey bo. 


2. Though 1 whiſper my ſighs out alone, 
Yetlamtracd where ever I go, 

That ſome treacherous tree keep: this old man 
And there be counts every hey hoy bey bo ! 


3. How ſh1ll I this Argpas blind, 
Andſo putanend to my wo? 

But whilſt 1 beguile ts f, owns with a ſmile, 
I becray my ſelf with a hey be. 


( 


fad 


4,M 


Wh »% A ry 


Weſtminſfter- Drollery. 


4. Ny reſtraint then, alas, muſt endure ; 
So <har ſince my ſad doom I know, 

I will pine for my love likethe Turtle Dove , 
And breath ou: my life inbey br. 


CE ————__— * — — = CODEC ern wa —n > OECD ro eo co 


A Sorg at the Kings Hemſe, 


—— 


1, Ever perſwade me tot, I vow 
| livenot : how canſt thou 
Fxpe-t a life in me, | 
Since my ſoul is fled to thee ? 
You ſuppoſe becauſe I walk, 
| And you think calk, 
' Itherefore breathe : alas, you know, 
{ Shades as well as men do ſo. 


2, You may argye, I have heat, 
4 My pulſes bear, | 
My ſighs have in them living fire, 
| Grant your Argument be truth, 
| Such heats my youth 
| Inflame, a+ po ſons do onely prepare 
To make ceath their follower. 


B 2 
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A Sous. 


[Arenel, farewel fond love,under whoſe childiſh 
I have ſerv'd ont 2 weary Prentiſhip (whip 
Farewel, thou that haſt made me thy ſcorn'd pro- 
To dote on thoſe that lov'd not, ( perty, 
And to (1; thole that wo'd me ; 
Go bane of my content, and praQtice on ſome other 
(Patience 
2. My woeful Monument ſhall be a cell, 
] he mu mure ot che parling B ook my knell, 
And for my Epitaph the Rocks ſhall groan 
Erein.liy: If ny ask this ſtone, 
Wat wretched ching doth in this compaſs lie, 
The hollow eocho foallr, ply, Tel, tis I 
The hollow eecho ſhall reply, tu T, 
Farwel, farwel. I 


RG — E 


A Sorg at the Kins Houſe. 


1. [Ave I not told thee deareſt mine, 4 
That I deftroy'd ſhou'd be : 
Unhappy though the crime was-thine, V 
And imine the miſer- ; 
Thoua tnot kind, there's none ſo blind, 1 


AStioſe that will not ſee. 


Aa 
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2. Have I not figh'd away my breata, 
In homage to thy beauty ; 

What have 1 pot bur certain death, 
A poor reward tor duty. 

Well, when I'm gone, you'll nere have one 
That will preve halt ſo true cyc. 


3. Havel not ſteep'd my ſoul in tears, 
When thou didſt hardly mind ic, 
But rather added to my :ears, 
When love ſhould have declin'd it, 
Which in this breaſt, 1 hope for reſt, 
But now deſpair co find it, 


3- OthatI corld bur ſound thy heare; 
And fathom bur thy ind; 

Then would I ſearch thy better part, 
And force thee to be kind : 

But now I'm loſt, and heream croſt, 
'Tis they chat hide, muſt find. 


4. If pity then within thy heart 
doth own a reſidence, 

Vouchſafe to read my Trapick pact, 

And plead myginiuocence : 

1hen when I'm dead, it may be ſaid, 
'Iwas love was my offence. 


B3 
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5 But ſince thy will is to deſtroy, 
I dare not mercy crave, 

But kindly thank my fate, and joy 
| livd codye thy ſlave; 

Then exerciſe thoſe kiling eyes, 
And frown me to my gravs. 


A Song. 


Ove fare thee well, 
Since no {ove can dwell 
In thee, that in hatred doth all excel], 


2. A\l love 1s blind, 


Yet none more mnnkind 
Then thoſe that repays love witha proud mind, 


3. Lore that's Divine, 
Is not Love |'ke to mine, 
Since ſhedoth laugh when I do repine. 


T ben gentlc Love, for Love's owns ſake, 
Sigb | ving ſonl, and break brart break, 


OWLz 


> » | 
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A Song, 


I. M37 declare what torments there are, 
Yet none ever felt ſo much of deſpair : 

No love can tell, how high my picfs ſ»ell, 

Q curſed be the pride that reduc'd me to Hell. 


2. My heart is on fire, whiltl do admire 


That you with diſdain requites my deſire : 
All muſt ceaſe, that my flames may encreaſc, 
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And cur cd be the pride chat murcher'd my peace. 


— 


A Son; at the Kings Houſe. 


1, D Hils, for ſhame let us improve 
A thouſand ſeveral ways, 
# Thoſe few ſhort minutes ſnatch d by love 
From many tedious days. 
Whilſt you want courape to deſpiſe 
The cenſure of the grave, 
Forall the Tyrant in your eycs, 
Your heattis but a ilave. 


B4 
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A Song at the Kints Howſe. 


1. AAY love is full full of noble pride, 
aud never can ſubmit 

To let that Fop Diſcretion ride 
In Triumph over wit. . 

Falſe Friends 1 have as well as you, 
Which daily council me 

Fame and Ambition to purſue, 
And leave off loving thee : 

When 1 the leaſt beljef beſtow 
On what ſuch fools adviſe, 

May 1 bedull enoughto grow 
Moſt miſcrable wiſe, 


A Song at the Ki; gs Houſe. 


Right Ce 's4, know 'twas not thine eres 
Al 


\lone that tirſt did me furprize ; 
The Gods uſe ſe'dom to Ciſpence 
To your Sex Beatity and Conſcience : 
If ttenthey have made me untrue, 
The fiiithes not in me but you : 
Su'e 'ti5no crime to bretk a voy, 
When wear: fiſt 1 know not how. 


2 
1 
3 
4 
( 
] 
] 
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2. You preſs me an unuſual way, 

To make my Song my love berray : 
Yet fear you'll ruFaic to a jeſts 

And uſe me as you have done the reſt 
Of thoſe ſad Captivcs which complain, 
Yet are enamour'd of their flame: 
And though they dye for love of you» 
Dare ——_ love nor yon purſue. 


3. If love be fin, why live you then 

To makeſo many gulrty men ; 

Since 'tjsnot in the power of Art 

To make a breaſt-platefor the hearr, 
Since 'tis your eyes Loves ſhafts convey 
Into our fouls a ſecret way: | 

Where if once fixr, no herb nor charm 
Can cure us of our inwa'd harm, 


OD". _ —— 9 — — — 


k A Sow, 


1 A® L. the flatteries of Fate, 
And the plory of State, 
And nothing ſo ſweet as what love doth create: 
If love you deny, 
'T:5 rin. e I ſhould dye , 
Kind Death's a reprieve when you threaten to hate, 
ou | 2.1n 
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2, In ſome ſhady Grove, 
Will 1 wander and rove 
With Phi/ome/ and the diſconſolate Dove : 
With a down hanging wing, 
While 1 mournfully un 
The Tragick events of Unfortanate love. 


3- Withourplaints well conſpire 
For to heighten loves fire, 
Sull vanquiſhing life, till at laſt I expire - 
But when we are dead, 
In a cold leafy bed, 
Belntcr d with the Dirge of this deſolate Quire. 


— net ——_—_—_—_ 


A Soxg at the Kings Howſe, 


1. | Ove thatis $krew'd a pitch coo high, 
May ſqueak, but with a ſqueeze will dye : 
The ſollid Lover knows not how 
To play the Changeling with his yow : 
Small ſerrow may tind vent, and break, 
Great ones will rather burſt than ſpeak : 
| Suck 1s my forture, when my Flora frowns, 
Not onely me, but ſhe the world will drown, 


2. Thus 
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2. Thus am I drench'din miſery, 

Yet hope ſhe may be kind to me : 

I, but 'tis long firſt, could ſhe but reſtrain 
Thoſe kindnetſes which Ide beg ad to gain, 
She'll ſurely do'r: if fo, j* ſhall be known 
1 lov'd her for her own {ake, not my own. 
Thus will 1 live and dye, andſo will be 
Examplary to all Poſterity. 


-_ GO — 


— —_ 


-_—— - — 


—_ —__—_—_—_— 


A Zong. 


1, Hat care | though the world reprove 
My bo d, my ever daring love : 

Ignoble minds themſelves exempt 

From Int'reſt in a brave attempt. 


2. The Eagle ſoaring to behold 

The Sun arrayed in flames ot gold, 
Regards not, thoug'1 ſhe burns her wings, 
Since that rich ſight ſuch pieaſure brings. 


3- $0 feel I now my ſmiling thought, 
To ſuch a reſolutiun brought, 

That it contemns all griet and ſmart, 
Sincel ſo high have placd my heart, 


4. And 
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4. And if Idye, fome worthy Spirits 
To futuretimes ſhall ſing my merits, 
That eaſily did my life deſpiſe, 

Yet ne're forſook my enterprize- 


5. Then ſhine bright Sun, and let me ſce, 
The plory of thy Majeſtic : 

1 wiſh to dye, ſol may have 

Thy look, my death; thine eye, my grave. 


A— _ 
————————_——_—_—_—_—_—__ de —_. 


Cm ——_—_—_ 


A Song. 


1. DUrn and conſume, burn w etched heart, 
Unhappy in extreams thou art : 

If dying looks ſerve not thy turn, 

To ſay thy Beanty makes me burn, 


2. From thoughts inflamed, pale colours fume 
Irto my face, and it conſume: 

O my poor here, what charms thee ſo, 

That thy afl:Qed face let's know, 


3. Yet will not tell who murtbers thee, 
But yer will fill a Lover be: 
Who hides my Phenix eyes, that ſhe 


Whom I adore thus cannot ſee. 


4H w 
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4- Now TI for her am made a prey 
To ſorrow, anddo pine away : 
O fooliſh cuſtom, and vile uſe, 
My filence now deſerves uo truce. 


—_— 


A Song at the Dukes Houſe, 


Feign would I before dy-, 
Bequeath to thee a Legacy ; 
That thou mayſt ſay , when I am pone, 
None had my heart but thee alone : 
Had I as many hearts as hairs, 
As many lives as Lovers fears, 
As many lives as years have hours, 
They all and onely ſhould be yours. 
Deareit before you condeſcend, 
To Entertain a boſom friend : 
Be ſure you know your ſervant well, 
Before your hberty you ſell: 
For love's a fire in young and old, 
'Tis ſometimes hor, and ſometimes cold; 
And men you know that when they pleaſe, 
They can be ſick of loves diſea{c. 
Then wiſely chuſe a Friend that may 
Laſt for an age, and not aday: 
W ho loves thee nor for lip nor eye, 
But for thy mutual ſimpathy. 
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Let ſuch a Friend thy heart engage, 
For he wi | comfort thee in ape, 
And kiſs thy furrow'd wrinkled brow 
With as much joy as Ido now. 


I ——— —_— — _— 


A SONG, calle, An to each pretty we will gov: 
£50 4 Green porn, 


1, Þ Hus all our life long we are frollick and gay, 
And inſtead of Court Revels we merrily play 
At Trap, at Rules, and a Barly-break run : 
At Goff, and at Foot-ball, and when we have done 
Theſe innocent ſports, wel! lauga and lie down, 
And teach pretty Liſs 


We will gove « green fown. 


2. We teach our little Dogs to fetch and to cariy 

The Partridge, the Haiegthe Pheaſant's,nur quairy 3 

The nimble Squirrils with cudgels we'l chale, 

And the little pretty Lark we betray with a glaſs, 
And wben we bave done, Ke. 


3. About the Afay-pole we dance all in a r. und, 

And with Garlands of Pinks and Roſes are crown'd, 

Our lictle kind cribute we chea fully pay 

To the gay Lord, and the bright Laly o th! May. 
And when we hate cone, Ke 


A 


I « 


}» 
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A Soup. 


"A ON the bink of a Brook I ſate fiſhing, 
Hid in the Oriers that grew in rhe ſide, 
I overheard a Nymph and Shepherd wiſhing, 
No t1me nor Fortune their love might divide. 
To Cupid and Venus each offer da vory, 
Tolove ever 4s they lov d now, 


2. O, ſaid the Shepherd, and ſigh'd, What a pleaſure 
Is love conceil d betwixt Lovers alone : 
Love muſt be ſecret, for like Faity treaſure, 
When 'us diſcover'd, "twill quickly be pone. 
For Envy and Jealonſie, if it will ſtay, 
Would, alas, ſoom maxe it decay. 


3. Then let us leave this world and care behind us, 
Said the Nymph, ſmiling, and gave him her hand, 
All alone, all alone, where none ſhall find as, 
In ſome fair Deſart we'll ſeek a new land, 
And there live from Envy arid Jeiloufief cr, 
 An4{a world ts each ither wee |; be. 
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A $S nfg- 
i; (© Elhunna of my hearr, 


None ſhall e're bereave you : 
If by your good leave | may, 
Quarcel with you once a day, 

I will never leave you. - 


&. Paſſion's but an empty name, 
Where reſpeRt is wanting, 

Damon you miſtake your aim, 

Flanz your heart, and dam your flame, 


if you muſt be ranting. 


- 3: Loveaspale and mudly 1s, 
As Decaying liquour - 
Anger ſets it on the Lees, 
And refines it by degrees, 
Till ut works it quicker, 


4. Love by anger to beget, 
Wiſely you endeavour, 
Witch agrave Phiſidan wir, 
Whoto cure an Ague fir, 
PutS%me in a Feavour. 


Anger 


ger 
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5. Anger rowſeth love to fight, 
And 1t$ onely bait 18S, 
Tis theguide co dull deligar, 
And is bur an cager bite 
When delice at height 1s. 


5. If ſuch drops of heat do fall 
In our woing weather , 

If ſuch drops of heat do fall, 
We ſhall have the Devil and all, 
W hen we come together. 


OY 


— 


—— 


A Song at the Kings Houſe. 


REneath a Mirtle ſhade, ; 

Which none bur Love for happy Lovers made, 
I lept, and ſtrait my love before me brought 
Philly, the objet of mv waking thoughe, 


4 Undreſt ſhe eame my flames ro meet, 


Whilſt Love ſtrew'd flowers bez cath her feet : 
F lowtrs, that ſo preſtbyh.r, becanie more ſ®.et. 


2, From the bright Virgins head, 

A careleſs veil of Lawn was looſly ſcread : 
From her whire temple fell ker ſhady hair, 
Like cloudy $un- ſhine, not roo brown nor fiir : 


C Like 
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He: h nds, her lip- did love inſpt e, 
Her cvery Grace my heare did fire, 
Bu mat ber eyes that 1 nmifb nib cefpre, 


3. Ah Charming Fair, ſaid I, 

How lng can my bliſs and you den 

By nature, and b; love © this lovely ſhade 
V/ as fo; revenge of fuffe: ing Lovers made. 
Silence and ſhades with love agree, 

Both ſhelt c \ on, and favour me, 


Ton canmat b u', becauſe I cannet (tr. 


4. No, let me dye, ſhe (cid, 

For rather then loſe the {potleſs name of M.1d : 
Faintly, methought ſhe ſpoke ;, for all the while 
She bid me not believe ber vith « ſmile, 

Then dye, faid!; Se (hill denyel, 

And yei, Tha, thus, the cry d. 


Tow »fe a barmic/s Mar, and lo ſhedy'd.. 


<. I Wa\'d, and ſtraic [ knew 
Ilov'd ſo well, ut made my dream prove true. 
Fai*y the kinder Miltris of the two, 
I fancy ] had doac hat Paillis would not do: 
Ah cruel Nymph, ceaſe your di{liin, 
Whilſt 7 can dream you ſcorn 1n vain, 

4ſlrep, Or wakin,, 1 muſt eſe nv pain. 


The 
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T he Diſc nſelate Lover. 


I A T lay all one on my bed flambring, 
Thinking my reftleſs ſoul to repole, 
All my thoughts they began then to be numbi1ing 
Up her difdainings, the cauſe of my woes : 
T hac ſo encreaft my dolour and pain, 
I fear Inever ſhall ice her agatn : 
Wh ck makes me fi.h and [obbin? cry 
O my Lave,O my Love, fo: thee Taye. 


2, When chis Fair Crucl, ſhe fiſt I ſaw praying 
Within the Temp'e unto her Saint, 
Then mine eyes every look my heart betraying, 
_ Which 1s the cauſe of my dolefii] complaint, 
[ ut all my joys are quite fled and p'ne, 
A:dlinforrow am now left alone : | 
Wrich makgs me figh and ſebb ns cr), 
O my Love, O my Love, for thee 1 ae. 


3. Then farewel every thing that ſounds like picaiure, 
And welcome death the cure of my ſmart, 

I deem d firſt fight of her, | griſp'd a treaſure ; 

Bnt wo 1s me ithas broken iy heart, 
For now My Paſſtnp-be]l call's away, 
And 1 with her no Joncer miſt Ra" : 

Which m:kes me (ih and (bbs ic ev, 

he O my Leve,O my Love, for thee 7 aye, 
C2 The 
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T he ſubtil and coy Girl. 
The tune, Silvia re{{ me bow {.n?! ir will be. 


I, W Hy ſhou'd my Celia now be coy, 
SS In den+ing toyield me thoſe Graces 
Which we did formerly both enjoy, 
In our Amorous mutual cb: aces, 
She'll not give me a reaſon, 
But ſhews me a frown 
Is enouzh to deſtroy a poor love. 
Ah Cel;;, once I did think thee nune own, 
But now I my lolly diſcover, 


2. Is it becauſe I have been ſo kind 
At all times co feed thy defire 
In Preſents and Treats, thou haſt chang'd thy rind, 
And lefc me like Dun in the mare 3 
Orciſe is'r becauſe thou doſt 
Think my eſtate 
Is to mean to uphold thee in biav ry ; 
Know Ce/s: ti; not ſo much out of date, 
To force me endure ſo much tlav'ry. 


3. Or is becauſe thou wilt follow the mode, 
Since moſt are addited to changing, 
Thou'd only get thee a name abroad, 
In being more famous for ranging. 
| Nay 
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Nay Celia, more this truth th:u woo't find, 
I therefore adviſe thee be wary, 

When ever thou perſt thee a mate to thy mind, 
He'll play thee the ſame figary. 


The drawing of Fa'cytines. 
The tune, Madams 7 r. 


1. I Here was, and there was, and there was, 
And I mar:y was there, 
A crew on St J'alentin.s t ve did meet together, 
And every Lid had his rarticular Laſs there, 
Ard drawings of Valentines cauced their 
Comins thither, 
Then Mr. Jobn drew Mis. Jone at fiſt Gar, 
And Nrs. one wouldfain 3 drawn John and ſhe 
Purſt Sr. | 
So Mr, 1lliam drew Mrs. Gillian the next Sir, 
And Mrs. Gi/lzan not drawing of Ivilliam 
was vex'd Sir. 


2, They then did jumble +!! in the hat rogether, 


And each did pronuife them tod ax 'emturer ; 


Bnt Mrs. H $#» vow d that te hid rather 
Draw Mr. Kefte than any that was there © 1r:: 
( - 
3 


A 


yy 


+ 
: 
- 
: 
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So Mir. K. te: drew with Mrs, Heſter then Sir, 
And \tIrs.  feſter dc ew Mr, Keſtcr &S4n Yr ; 
fn. \ir "x w'y drew Mrs, Mar \ feat.y, 
And Nis. May did dias Mr. Harry as ncat'y. 
3. The; altogether then refolveil to-draw Sir, 
And every wne defi to draw teir Fiend Sir, 
But Mr. 1.5oLarv ti 4 keep *em fo 11 aw Sir, 
And told em then they ne re ſhould make an enC $1:; 
$S> Mr. Bits ar A wes Alis Bs; ge! __ 
And Nirs. 1d ec d id Graw Mr. Rich: rd a 
But'Y) . Huh d' ev Mrs, Ss but 111! 1Y, 

And Mrs, $50 CIG 1 d: aw Mr. Huh 45S V1 - 


Rem 
a* 


4 Thus h: ve heard of theTwelverhar !atey drew Sir, 

How ev. ry »n* would fa their Fiicad have 
'2wvn SIT, 

eve: -C$!eit to diaw but four o'th' crew Sir : 

Ard eac: Ut, promite :. 115 Laſs ane!) of Lawn (&r : 

So Mr. Wa drew Mrs, Katy but thohely, 

Ard ws K.iry wn d: aw Mr ”®'at Jy 25 lightly : 

Fi:t \ir, Tho a8 in d12wim oof -'m#35 £00 faſt Sir, 

Walc Mi S. Ann to aw Ma” T m4 at la{t Si:. 


5s. Andie: 1s ancnd, und an end andanend of 

my Song Str 
O? rom eantf7ory, nd i '4 ! and Gillian too Sir, 
To Kelſter & titer, aut Ha v3 % Afar; belong, we 


"37. WY I OO UP 


«Aa 
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Both Richar 1 and Bridgetand Hugh & honeſt $« Sir: 
But # arr; and Ka y, and Thema, and An where S!, 
Are the onely four that now do bring up the reer >1-: 
Then every onet'th' Tavein ciy amain Sir, 

And ft .1d till dratying there had fll'd cheir brain Sir. 


| — —O—  TO— 


l———— 


A late s1d true ſtory of a lirioms Sell tried 
mhe> kind, 
The tune, Se: > latey. 


1, WAsSever minſovex4{rithaTry'] 
ASI poor Aurhonylincetwaiwed ; 

For 1 never cangetmy belly tull, 

But *efore I have ſapp'd I muſthaſten co ded : 
Orelte ſhe'll bezin to icold and to braw!, 

And to cal me Puppey and C::ckold and al! © 
Yet ſhe with her C: onics muſt erole nt aboue, 

Whilit Iin my Kennel muſt ſno & 1c our. 


2. I once did go to drink with a Friend, 
But ſhe in a trice Cid fee me away . 
We boch but evo pence apiece did fiend, 
Yer it provd to me Execttion day ; 
For ſhe flew in my tace and call'd mc {ao}, 
And comb'd my heed with a three lepred Noo! : 
Nav ſhe farniſhy my tace wit 10 man V iCrutohes. 
That 0: awho emonth rant co cit wath purches 
GS 3. Whet 
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3. What ever money I pet in the day 
To keey her in quiet I give her at night, 
Or ciſc ſhall licence her tongue to piay 
For two or three hours jult like a ſpright. 
1 hen to the Cubbord Pilgarlick muſt high, 
To ſ-ck for ſome crufts that have long lain dry : 
So l ſteep 'um in >kim-milk unc1l chey are wer, 
Ar. commonly tus 1s the ſupper I ger. 


4. Ard once a moneth for faſhions take, 

She gives we leaveto come to her :{ bed, 
Bur moſt of that time 3 mutt lie awake. 

[Rt ſhein her hes ſheuld knock me of. I hed. 
But tor the bed I dolicon my fclf, 

You d think twere a< ſo!t as an Oaken heli; 
For the tick it 15 made of Heinpen hurds, 

Ang vec tor all this I muſt cave her good words, 


S. Wecommonl, bo:h do p'ſs in a pan, 

But the Cuilencer once was ſet m the place : 
Slethen did rake 1t up in her hand, 

And Annnc: it Our ON MY , OMECK and face. 
I col her then ſhe urind befile, 

Bur ſhe call ua me Rogue, and toli mel; d, 
And ſworeit was nyt up to her tun, 

1 hen ſhe threw the pan in tlic n1.!die of the room. 


6. Then 


«% \% 


Weftminſter-Drollery. 41. 


6. Then a Maid that was my Swect-heart before, 
Did come to the houſe to borrow a pale: 

I kiſt her but once, and I thought on t no more, 
But ſhe flew in her face with tooth and nal : 

But th: Wench ſhe ſtood to her,and claw'd her about, 
Thattor a whole tortnight ſhe never ftir,'d ont : 
For her cyes u as ſo ſwell d,and herface was ſo ter>, 

That 1 never ſaw Jade ſo mangled before. 


7. She then did bid me drop in her eyes 
A Soveraign water ſent her that day : 
But I had aliquorl moredid prize, 
Made of Henvane and Mercury, ſtecp'd in whey, 
I drop it in, and nointed hier ſace, 
Which brought her into a moſt Devilitſh caſe; 
For ſhe tore ard ſhe ranted,and well ſhe might, 
For #fter that t1 ze ſhe nere had ber ſight. 


8.1 ther, did ger hera [oo ard a Rell 
To lead her ab ut from place to p ace : 
And now ts l1u-band, I hope you are well , 
But before 1t was Cuckold and Rogue to my face 
Then bleſt be that Henbane and Acrcn-y ſtrong, 
That hath mace ſuch a chanze in my wives tongue 
You ſee 'tis a Medicine certuin and ſure, 
I or the c::rveat a {cod but Vie ſay no mare. 


A 
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+ 
A Sog -m the Deuce: fo ns. Y 
]he tune is, Shs be de b :y. y 
. W 
1. M* Miſtris ſhe is fully known . 
To atl tie five Decleniions : 
She'll ſeize 'em fingly one by one, 
Totake rhe: tive [jmenſions. OS: 
She ne'redeclin'd yet any man, | 
Yet they' | decline her now and taen, F 
In ipight of her Inventions. y 
2. Firſt Mas/« 5 ter Mothers name, 7 
And bec does fill attend her : 
She is a byj#r burlcy Dame, 
Tohouph bric be bue (lender : © 
Yet ſhe'l] have a »+»c on every man, 
And bac tim to do wnat he can, S 
Lnle'is they do befriend her. 5 
g- Afay ft > was her F:ther too, V 
And hic 1s ſill his man Sir, 
Nay flies 15 her $'n alſo, 
And Deminns her Grandfre : 7 
Nay Lacus Arrzy, 2nd.that Limb-like crew, 
Sie || c1ll'm bunr's, I and bocs 'em toO, t, 
Doall ruat e te they can Sir. 


4 Nex*, 
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4. Next, ſhe's to / pus very kind, 
As honeſt hic ha» ſed aur 

tor ſhe's to Precio: {tones inclind 
Fill long before ſhe was wed Sir: 

Which made her Parents often ſay, 

1 hat h'ic and bee both night and day, 
Was forc'd to watch her bed Sir. 


. She bear poor wanns witha cane, 
Thourh he 1d often hand her 
' From whetſhenesr: Park, to Parkers Lane, 
And was her conſtant Pandor. 
Yet piveliim ſari buſſes when 
T hat ſhe cond per no othe. men, 
That he could not withitand her. 


6. *Bourt noon ſhe'd] with eAleyirdres dine 
And Sup, aid bed him ro Sir : 
Sie d make poor Faces to her encline, 
In ſar1ght of 21] ber could do Sir. 
fbeday by day would {res pP.edge, 
Which ſet Poor 2c4-7 reeth an edge, 
Ard often made him (pew Sir, 


7. Thus have Tſhew'd her kindred here, 
Ard all ber d-2:r Rel:c4ons, 
Fs muſa lapu N{:riber, 
And all thei: Ancick faſhions, 
/ Mir javey 


44 We ftminſter- Droflery. 


Aer; /ver, Mimnur,'and Fil x ro0, 
Are happy that they never knew 
Any of all ler ſtations. 


rnr_y—__— —roon—_—_ - —_— ——————— CE rr mc. 


_ = —— 
——_— 


A Song of th: 1þree Ceres of Compari/ n. 


The tune, And 'tis the Knave cf Club; brars al 
the [way, = 


7. \V Y Miſtris ſhe 'oves Dignities, 

| For ſhe has taken three d:grees : 
There's no compa' ifon can be made, 
With her in all her ſubtile crade 
She's poſitively known a Whore, 
And ſuper'iative'y runs on's ſcore. 


2. And firſt 1 Pafprve her call, 
"Cane ſhe'll be abſorure in all : 
For ſhe's to /wrus very hard, 
And with ſad rrifftie ofren jarr'd: 
Which happily m*de felix ſay, 
Sweet «ulcis carricd all away, 


2. Next ſhe is cali'd Comparative ; 
For ſhe'}l compa e ro any alive 
For ſcolding; u hozing and the reſt 


Cf the Ilheral Sciences is ker breaſt : 


She! 


St 


” Wo rp. 


An A 


i 


Weſftminſt er-Drollery. 4&5 


She'll drink more hard than dwrior, 
Though he would harder drink betoic. 


4. Then ſhe's call d Faupertatioe ; 
'Cauſe ſhe || her Pedigree derive, 
Not from Pote''s, or Petentzor, 
The Mighty, or the Mighter : 
But from Porcntsſeimmus, 

Not bexnu:, melior, but Opthmurs. 


5. Thus havel ſhew'd my Miſtris t'ye, 
And pradually in each depree : 

How ſhe is P»ſ:r;ve to ſome, 
Comparative when others come, 
Syperlaitive even over all, 

Yet underneath her (elf will fall. 


PP — 


The kin1 Huahan ', but Imperioxe Wife. 
T he firſt part of the Tuxe bis, ad the la ter part hers. 


M 


1. We, prethee come give methy hand now, 
And fit thee down by me : 
There's never a man in the land now, 


$1all be more loving to thee, 


AT. 2.1 


2009, = ee SIC; I Ee Ho rr ter error 
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W, 


2, T hate to fir y ſuch a Drone, 
Thou leſt like a Hog in my bed : 
I had better a lain alone, 


Far [ fill have my Maiden-head. 


: A # 


3. Wife, what would thou ha'me to do now, 
[ think 1 have plaid the man : 


But if 1 were ruled by you now, 
You'd have me dy more than 1 can, 


W. 


4 1 make you do more thin I can, 
Youlic like a fool, God wot : 

When I thought to have found thee a man, 
I found thee a tumbling Sor. 


OM. 


5s. Wite, prethee now leave off th; ranting, 
And let us both apree: | 
There's no:hinp elic ſhall be wanting, 
If tou wilt Le ruicd by me, 
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MW 


6. I will have a Coach and a man, 
And a Saddle. Horſe to ride : 

1 alſ» wil have a Sedan 
Anda Fuotman tv run by my fide, 


MI, 


7. Thou ſhalt have all rhis my dear wite, 
And thou ſhalt bear the ſway, 
And 1'.e provide thee good chear wile, 
Gainſt thou conſt from the Pack or a Play. 


W. 


8, Ie haveevery month anew Cown, 
And a Perticoat ded in grain 


Of the Modiſheſt ſilk in the Town, 
Anda Page to hold up my tai. 


Af. 


9. Thon ſhalt have this two my ſweet wife, 
If thou'd contented be, 


Or any thing elſe that is meet wiſe, . 
So that we may but agree. | 
l M. 10.1 
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10. I will have a Gallant or wo, 
Andthey ſhall þe handionme, 

And1'le make you to know your Cue 
W hen they come in, and ge out age. 


M. 


11. Methinks a couple's too few wife, 
Thou ſhalt have three or four, 

And yet | know thou be true wite, 
Although chou hadſt halt a ſcore, 


W. 


12, I will have as many as | pleaſe, 
In ſpighr of your tcech, you tool, 
And when I've the Pocky diſeaſe, 


'Ti-ghou that ſhalt empty my ſtool, 


M. 


13, Why how now you brazen-fac'd Hiurlot, 


lle make youto change your note, 
An4 it ever I find that you ſnarl ac 
My aRi-ns, 1le bang your coax. 


14, Nay, 


> 


ay, 
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14. Nay, I'le make you to wait you Flaps 
At tavle til] | have din'd, 
Ani l'le leave you nothing bur ſcraps, 


Unci! l do find you more kind, 
W. 


15. Sweet Husband, 1 nw cry peccavs, 
You know we women are frail, 

And for the ill words that 1 gave ye, 
ASk Pardon, and hope to prevail. 


For now I will lie at your foot, 
Deſiring to kiſs your hang : 

Nay, caſt off my Gallan*s to boot, 
And (ti! be at yohr Command 


_——k 


A Song at the Dukes Houſe. 


L. WI Ake ready, fair Lady, ro nights Innec. nce, 
L And {tagid at the door below : 

For [ will be there, to receive you with care, 
And to your true Love you ſhall po. 


2. And when the Stars twinckle ſo bright, 
Then down to the door willl creep, 


D TS 
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To my Love will fiy, erethe jealous can ſpy, 
And leave my ol. Daddy «il.ep. 


A $0; at ike Kings Houſe. 


'3, To lictle or no purpoſe have I ſper:t all my days 


Inrauping tic Parkihe Excha ge & thefPlays,f 


Yet nerein my Kale till cos did | prove 

So happy, to mect with the man 1 co1.!d love. 
Ent Oh vo {[m;l :1d xnhinſ think the mn, 
That I fini I mnſf lege, litniel's wha | can. 


2 How long I tha!l love him, Teanno more tell, 
Than ha4 Ja teaver, wh:on 1 {hould be well: 
My Pallion ſhall ki!l me beiore I w | ſhewir, 
And yet would Icive 3:1 ie world he did know it, 
Bai O I ſigh, When | think he ſpill me me, 
T hit lcanuct d:ny whit [ k ow will «nds me. 


© —_— h_—_ - ——— _ -  — > OC 4 -_ ere 


A So g. Thetunc, Rebin R.w/cr. 


I. MY name i$ honeſt Harry, 
T AndI1 love liitle Mary 
In ſpigh: of Cz or jealous Beſs, 
I le have mine own tegur;. 


3, Mi 
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2, My Love is blith and buckſom, 
And (ſweet and fine as can be : 

Freſh and gay as the flowersin May, 
Andlooks like Fackedandy. 


2 Andif ſhe will nor have me 
That am lo truea Lover, 


f 1le drink my Wine, and ne'te repine, 


And dowa ſtairs Ile ſhove her. 


4. Bat if that ſhe will love, 
['le be as kind as may be: 

[le givehercings, and pretty things, 
And de-k her lize a Lady, 


5. Her Petricoar of Sattin, |_ 
Her Gown of Crimſon Ta»by : 


*'PLac'd up before and ſpangled o're, 


Juſt like a Bartlemew Baby. 


Her Waſtecoat is of Scarlet, 
With Ribbons tied together : 
Her Stockins of a Bow-dy'd hue, 


And her ſhoes of Sparuſh leather, 


7. Her Smock o'th, fineſt Helland, 
ArdIiC'd ingvery quarter : 


Da Cile 
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Side and wide, and long enough, 
And hangs below her garter. 


8 Then toth' Church [le have her, 
Where we will wed together : 
So come home when we bave done 

In ſpight of wind and weather. 


9. The Fidlers ſhall attend ug, 
And firſt play eh come kiſs me, 
» And when that we have danc'd a round, 
They ſha!l play, Hit or miſs me, 


10. Then hey for little Mary, 
"Tis the l love alone Sir: 
Let any man, do what he can, 
I will have her or none Sir, 


_ i a. 


* 


—— 


T beſe following are tobe widerſtov4 two wayr, 


Saw a Peacock, with a fiery tail, 

[ ſaw a Blazing Comer, drop down hail, 
I ſaw a Cloud, with Ivy circled round, 
I ſaw aſturdy Oak, creepon the ground, 
I ſaw a Piſmire, ſcallow up a Whale, 
I ſaw a raging Sea, brim full of Ale, 


] 
] 
] 
] 
] 


— > % (A. J--2zv f£T.4 


md kd % = wt. tf 
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1 faw a Venice Glaſs, Sixteen foot deep, 

] ſaw a well, full of mens tears that weep, 

I ſaw their eyes, all in a flame of fire, 

I ſay a Houle, as bip as the Moon and higher, 
I ſaw the Sun, even in the midſt of night, 

I ſaw the man, that ſaw this wondrous fſighr. 


—__ 


— _— _—= 


On the Ses Fight with the Hoflandcrys in the 
Ruymps time. 


MY wiſhes greet.the Navy of the Dutch, 

The Engliſh Fleet, lall good Fortune grutch, 
May no {tOr Mm toſs, Fan Trump and his Sea Forces, 
The Harp and Croſs, ſhall have m+ daily cures , 
Smile gentle Fate*, on the Dutch Acmiral, 

Upon our States, the Plague of Fgype fall, 
Attend all health, the Cavaliering part, | 
1his Commonwealth, 1 value net a farc. il 


Thus I my wiſhes and my prayers divide, 

Between the Rebe)s and the Regicide : 

Backwards and forwards thus I break my mind, 
And hope the Fates at laſt will be ſo kind 

That the Proverb may but wheel about, (ont. 
True men might have their own, now Knaves fall 


D3 The 
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T be Anſmer.to, 4th me xo mere whithtr d th ſtray, 


1. T Cctell you true whighe: doch {tray 
The darknel(> which ſucceeds the day : 

For Heavens vengeance did allow, 

It ſtil] ſhould frown upon your brow. 


2. Tie tell yo true where may be found, 

A vayce that's like th: Screech. Owls ſound - 
For in your falſe deriding throat 

It lies, and death is 1n 1ts note, 


'3.Tle tell you true whither doth p.ſs 

e ſmiling look ſeen in the glaſs. 
For in your face it reflefts, and there 
More falſe your ſhadow d, it doth appe r. 


4. Te tell you true whither are blown 
The anpry wheels of Thiſtle down : 

Jr flies into your mind, whoſe care 

Is co be light as Thifſtles are. 


. Ne tel' you truc within what neſt 

e Cu kw lays heregps toreſt : 

Itis your boſome which can keep, 
Nor thoſc, nor him, Farewel, I'le ſleep. 


- | C1 


ds 


2» wo 


YA 
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"| 4 Dialogue bitrices William and Harry, rid g 


ow the way. 


\ Oble, lovely, ve tuous creat are) 
Pu: poſely ſo fram d by nature, 
1ointhral your ſervants wits. 


WW. 
2. Time rift row Unite our heats, 
Not for any my deſerts, 
But becauſe methinks jt fits, 


= 
) 


3. Deareſt treaſure of my tho'1ghe, 
And yer wert tho ! to be bought 
With my lif:, thou weit not dear. 


W, 
4: Secret comfort of my mild, 
Do''brt no longer to be kind, 
But be ſo, and ſo 2ppear. 


i 5 
5. Giv- me love for love a ain, 
Lerour loves be clear and j'ain, 
Teaven 1s faireſt, when it 15 clea £hh- 


A D 4 F. 6.Lcſt 
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W. 


6. Leſt in clouds and in deferring, 
We reſemble Seamen err;ng, 


Fartheft off when we arc neareſt, 


HM, 


7. Thus with Numbers interchanged, 
William's Muſe and mine have ranged, 
Verſe and Journey both ure ſpent. 


IW. 


8. Andif Hovy chance to ſay, 
That we well have ſpent the day, * 
1 for my p:rt am content, 


__—_ 


—_ 


A Gentleman os by beautiful Mir «. 


x. You meaner Beiuries of che nighe, 
That _ ſatisfe our eyes 
More by your number than your light, 
You common people of the $kies, 


IVhat ars you n ben the Sun ſb:lt riſe. 


2. You 
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2, You curious Chanteis of the wood 
That warble forth Dame Natures lays, 
Thinking your voyces underſtood - 
by their weak accent: : What's your praiſe, 
4 ben Philomel ker 20, ce ſoall raife ? 


3. You violets that firſt appear, 
By your purple MantJes known, 
Like the proud Virgins ot the year, 
As if the Spring were all your own, 
Woat are y.s when the Reſe ts blog?! 


4. So when my Miſtris ſhali be ſeen 
In form aid beauty of ker mind, 
She cannot leſs be than a Queen : 
And 1 believe ſhe was defign'd 
To clyp/. the glory of hey kin', 


— I —o—o—— CEP Woe ———_—__ ES TY 


T7 


A weſcriptinn of the Sprint, 


Nd now all nature ſeem'd in Love, 
| The lafty ſap began to move : 
Now juice did ſtir th'embracing Vines, 

And Birds had drawn thei: Valentines : 
The jealous Trout that Jow did lie, 
Roſe at 3 well diilembled Flic : 


58 Wefiminfler-Drollery. 


Then food my Friend with patient 5ka i, 
Attending o: 1s tremling guill : 
Already were the eaves poſſcſt 

With, the (wife Pilgrims dawbed neft : 
The Groves already did rejoyce, 

In Phbilome 1 tr.umpiung voyce : 

The ſhow'rs were ſhore, the weather mild, 
The morning freſh, the evening ſm1i'd. 
Jone takes hei neatTubd pile, and row 
She trips to milk the ſand-red Cow : 
Where for ſome ſturdy font-ball Swain, 
Fere roaks a Sil abub or twain : 

The fields ard paidens were beſet 

With Tulip, Crocus, Violet : 

And now, though late, the modeſt Rofe 
Did more than half a bluſh diſcloſe ; 
Thus all look d gay, all full of chear, 
To we'come this new lived ea:. 


a _—— — 


On : Sheph.r1! fins | i Mit ts. 


Tune, Anon; ft the Mirt'er as I walk'1. 


r. Cray Shepherd, prethee Shepherd ſay, 

D:dR thou not ſee he run this way ? 
Where may ſhe be, cav'ſt cthounot gueſs? 
Alas! Fre lot my Shephecdeſs, 


L171 
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2. I fear ſome Satyr h3s betray'd 
My p:etty Lamb unto the Saade: 
Then wo is me, for I'm undone, 
For in the Shade ſhe was my tun. 


3. In Summer heat were ſhenot ſcen,) 
No ſolitarv Vale was green : 

The blooming Hills, the downy Meads, 
Bear not a Flower, but where the treads. 


4. Huſh'd were the ſenſc/efs Trees, when ſhe 
Sate but to keep them company : 

The Silver ſtreams were ſwell'd with pride, 
When ſhe ſate ſinging by their ſide 


S. The Pink, che Cowſlip, and the Rote 
Strive to ſainte her where ſhe goes : 
And then concend ro kiſs her ſhoo, 
The Pancy and Daizy too. 


But now I war.der on the plaias, 
Forſike my home, and Feſlow Swans : 
And muſt tor want of her, I ſees 
Retolve toGze in milery, 


7. For when I tink to find my Love 
Within the b>ſoin of a Grove; 


Methinks 
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Methinksthe Grove bids me forbear, 
And ſighing lays, She 18 not here. 


Next do I fly unto the Woods, 

Where Flora prinks her ſelf with buds, 
Thinking to find her there : Bat o! 
The Myctles and the Shrubs ſay, No. 


o- Then whar ſhall I nnhappy do, 
Or whom ſhall I complain unto ? 
No, no, Here I'm reſsl'4 to dye, 
Welcome ſweet Death and Deſtiny. 


——— 
——— 


” DC —_—  - 


The: Soewuld:ier c Reſolution. 


HE re ſtands the man that for his Countrey* good, 
Has with couragious Arms in ſweat and biood 

Ran through an Hoſt of Pikes : He, he, I was 

Our dar'd the Thender of the roaring Braſs, 

Kick'd my black Stars, ſpurn'd balls of fire with ſcorn, 

Like to a foot-ball in a froſty morn : 

Made Death to tremble, and have bid my Drum 

Beat a Defiance tothe Coxardly ſcum. 

And ſhall I new like a Pedantick ſtand, 

Scraping and cromching with my cap in hand 


To 


ml} *Y* nd 4 
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To biſe-born Peaſants : No, he's bur a worm 
T har ſtrikes his cop-ſail ro a lictle ſtorm, 
Here then |'le fix, that nothing ſhall contronl 
The reſolutrons of a Gallant ſoul. 


61 
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CONSIEES —— —- 


On tbe Golden Croſs in Cheaphde. 


Wo Fellows gazing atthe Croſs in Cheap, 
SayS one, Methinks it 1s the rareſt heap 
Of Kone that e're was built : it oughel ſee, 
One of the Wonders of the world to be : 
No, ſays tother, and began to ſwear, 
The Croſles of the world no Wonders are. 


——_— _ - — 


—- ” —O—— > ——_——— 


On 8 Pretender to Gentil ty, ſ»ſpecicd ro 5:86 
Hizh-way max. 


Great Pretender to Gentility. 

Came to # Herauld for his Pedigree : 
Beginnirg there to ſwagper, roat and ſwear, 
Requir'd to know what Arms he wa5 tObe r : 
The Herauld knowing what he was, begun 
To rumbleo're his fHerauldry : which done, 
Told him he was a Gentleman of note, 

And that he had a very glorious coar, 
Prethee 
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Prethee, what is'c, quoth he? and here's your fees; || 3 
Sr, fays the Herauld, *tis two Rampant trees, L 
One Cowchant - ad.4to give it facther (cope, 

A Ladder Palſint, and a Pendant Rope / 
And for a prace unto your Blew-coat leaves, / 

There's a Bird th? Creſt that trangles Thieves, 
GS = LL 4 
] 

A S.ng. 

: ( 
r, Blith and bonny Countrey Lats 4 


Sate fghing on the render grats; 
And weeping ſaid, will none come wo he: : 
A dapper Boy, a lither Swain, $ 
Thar had a ni=d het love to pain, 7 
With ſmi'tag looks ſtrait care unto her. 


: 
: \ 
2. When as the wanron CGiil ofpy'd » 
1he mgggs to make her tel! a Bride, 
She ſimper 4 much like bonny Net. - 
The Swun cat {aw her very kind, 
H $s arms about ver body ewind, 
And ſail, {at LaGhow facve, well? £4 
f 


3. Ihe 
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3. The Countrey Laſs ſaid, Well forſooth, 


Luc that have a longing tooth : 

A longing tooth that makes me cry : 
Alas, ſays he what gars thy giiet * 
A wo'nd (ſays ſhe) without relief, 

| tear th.t 1a Maid ſhalldye. 


4. If thacbe all, the Shepherd faid, 

Vie mike thee Wive it gentle Mad, 
And ſo recu:e tliy Mylady : 

On wich ehey kit, with miny an oath, 

And fore God Pan did plight their troth, 
So tothe Church away they hy. 


5- And Jove ſ-nd every pretsy Peat, 
T har fears to de of this concert, 
So kind a Friend to help at laſt : 
Then maids fha!l never long apuin, 
When they find eafe for ſuch a p:1n, 
» Ard thus my Roundelay is pit. 


| — — _  STILLY 
. 


A Son' cn [ ove. 


JF Love be life, Ilong to dye, 
Live they that liſt for me: 
And hc that gains the mo t thereby, 


A fool atleaſt ſball be : 
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But he that fee's the ſoreſt hrs, 
Scapes with no le(5 than loſs of wits . 
| Unbeppy life they gain, wh'c') L146 doth enters :19. 


2.1n day by feipned looks they live, 
B; lying dreams in night : 
Each frown a Jexdly 4ound doth p ye, 
Fach ſmilea falſe delight. 
If 'r hap their Lady pleafant term, 
Ie i5 for otters love they deem : 
If void fbe ſerm of joy, 15/dain auth make biy cops 


3. Such is the peace that Lovers find, 
Such is the lite chey lead, 
Blown here and there with every wind, 
Like flowers in the Mead. 
Now war, now peace, then war agua, 
Deſire, deſpair, delight, difiain 
T bowzb teaJ ii; ms ft of [fe : 11 prace, and \t at [Iyife. 


— —— pny———— 


A Somg, 


I Serve Am nta whiter thin the ſnow, 
Streighter than Cedar , brighter chan tte glaſs, 
Nore fine 1n trip than foor of running Roe, 

More pleaſant than te jel of Row'cing prafs. 
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More gladſom to my with'ting j»ys that fade, 
Then Wiaters Sun, or Summers cooling ſhade, 


2. Sweeter th.n ſwelling Grape of 1ipeſt Wine, 
Softer than Featiers of the faireſt Scan, 

Smoocher than j:t, more ſtate! y than the Pine, 
Freſher than Popl'ar, ſmal'er than my ſpan. 

Clcarer than P/ e5s fiery pointed beam, 

Or lcy ciult of Cryltal's irozen ftiream, 


3. Yet is ſhe curſter than the Bear by kind, 
And harder-hearted than the aged Oak : 
More glib than Oyl, more fickle chan the Wind, 
More tiff chan Steel, no ſooner bent, but broke. 
[> thus my ſervice 15 a laſting ſore, 
Yet will 1 ſerve, aithoughl dye therefore. 


—_— —  { ——— 


——_— ———_  -- 


The ceſcriggcn of Love, in a Dialogue berrecn two 
Shepherds, Will and T on, 

Tom. 
"8 Gticpherd, wiiat's Lovel pray thee tell ? 

Will. 
It iS chat Fointain and that Well 
Where Plcaſure and Repentance ducll : 
Jr 1s perhaps that ſauncing Be)] 
That toles ail in to Heaven or Hel, 
Ang this is Love, as 1 hea'd tell, 

K 


T .. I 
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T. 


2. Yet what is Love, Iprethee ſay ? 
FW. 

Itis avo'kon Hol7-day : 

It is | ecember mren'd with Aa, 

When \uſty vnod's yn freſh array, 

Hear ten months after o! ther play, 

And this is Love, a5 4 hear ſay. 


T. 


3. Yet what is love, Ipra' be plan? 
on W. 

IT: is 2 Sun-(tine m'xt wit 6 pain, 

It 15a Tooti-ach, or worſe pain; 

Ic 13a game, where noiedoth pun , 

It 1+ a thing tormoils rhe bran : 

And this 1s Love, as I hear ſay cn, 


© 


4 Yet Shepherd, what is Love I pray ? 
W. 

Itisa yea, it 15 a nay, 

A pret:y kind of ſporting fray ; 

Itis ating will ſoon avay ; 


For 


v2 Bam Boo, To SL. 


% *Þ . . 
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For ewill not long with any flay, 
And this is Love, as I hear ſay. 


- 
Yet what is Love, good Shepherd ſhow ? 
UH 


A thing that creeps, it cannot go z 
A prize that paſleth to and fro, 

A thing for one, athing for moe, 
And he chat loves ſhall find it ſo: 
And Shepherd this is Love I trow. 


——_ ”—— CG CO 


A SONG, calld, Love; Lottery. 


At the Dnk's Houſe. 


R un to Love's Lottery, ran Maids and rejoyce, 

Whilſt ſeeking your chance, you meet your 
own choice, 

And boaſt that your luck you help with deſign, 

By praying croſt-leg to St. Falentize. | 

Hark, hark Prize 15 drawn, and Trumpets ſound 

Tanta,ra,ra, Tanta,ra,ra, Tanra,ra,ra. _ 

Hark Maids, more Lots are diawn,prizes abound, 

Dub, a dub, the Drum now beats, 


Fa: And dub, a'dub, a dub, echo repears, 
E 


2 As 
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A+ if at laſt the God of War had made 
Loves Queen aS-irmiſh for a Sirrynade, 
Haſte, haſte, fair M:ids, and come away, 
The Prieſt attends, the Bridegrooms ſtay : 
Rofes and Pinks will we ſtrow whcre you go, 
Whilſt 1 walk in ſhades of Wiliow. 

When | am dead, ler him that did ſlay me 
Be but ſo kind, 1 gentle, to lay me 

The e waere neglected Lovers mcurn, 
Whete lamps and hallowed Tapers burn, 
Wh-ce Clerks 1n Quires ſad Dicges ſing, 
Whece ſweetly Beils arBuiials ring, 


— ——_ _y —_ 


On « Ge tleman, 


Tune, CM, Freedom which us all my joy- 


1. Ty) Ior Clorw wept and from her ec es 
Theliquid tea $s came erickling down, 
Such wea'thy drops may well ſuffice 
To be the canſorn of a Crown : 
And as ſhe wep', ſhe figh'd ani ſaid, 
Alas for me un:appy Maid, / 
Thatby my f. I, my folly am berg. 


2. Wien 


2, When fit theſe eyes, unhappy 
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eyes 


Met with the Author of my wo, 
Methoaghts our ſoul-did ſimpachle, 


And it was death to fa, himn». 
He ſu'd, Tgranted, O then i cfc! 


My ſhame , which mf! afraid ro tcl',. 
Ay me, that I hal never bv'd fo wed. 


3. O hadI been ſo viſe as not, 


T have yielded up my Virgin Fore, 


My 'ife had been wither a blot, 
And dar 'd the env of report: 


But now my £uile hk th made me be 


A ſcoin for time to point at me, 


A1 at the the Butt ani Mak of miſery. 
Y 


4- Here now in ſorrow do fie, 


And penfive choug'ts poſſeſs my breaſt: 


My ll; beart wich ca es is (plic, 


And grief denies me wonted reſt ; 


Come then black nighe and ſcreen me round, 


That 1 way never more be fonnd, 


E 3 


Unrleſ; 'ntears, in tears of ſorrow dronnud. 
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” — — 


fl 
On men tjCap d cronmns 184 Tempeſs, 


I. R Ock:, ſhelves and ſands, and al' farewel : 
Fie, who would dwell in ſuch a Hell 

As isa ſhip; which drunkdoth reel, 

Taking ſa't healths from deck to keel. 


2- Up we were ſwallowed ia wet graves, 
All fous d in waves, by Neptunes ſlaves ; 
What ſhal! we do, being toſt to ſhore, 

Milk ſome blind Tavern, and there roar, 


3. Tis brave,my Boys; to ſail on lend, 

For being well man'd, we can cry. Stand : 
The trade of purſing nereſhal] ful, 
Uaril the Hangman cryes, Strike ſail. 


A— EE” "IS — 
—_— — — 


On a gy:1t beat in | gypt. 


I Fomer;y in Countreys off have been 

Under the EquinoRial : where I've ſen 

T he Sun diſperſe ſuch a Prodious hear, 

That made our fieve-like Skins tn ra n with ſeat : 

Men would have given for an Eclipſc their lives, 

Or one whiſper of ayr: yer each man frives 
| | To 


kk "aw FC) _£ AH _m_d 
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To throw up graſs, feathers, nay, women too 

To find the wind : All falis like Lead, none blew, 
The Dog-ſtar ſpits new fires, till © come to paſs 
Each man became his nei.,hbours Burning-glaſs : 
Lean mean did rurn to albes pr.ſently, 

Fat men did 101'i ro Lean-& natorny ; 

Young womens heat did ger themſelves with child, 
For none but they themſelves, themſelves defll'd 3 
Oid women naturall; to Witches curn'd, 

And onely rubbing one anothe ;, burn'd : 

The Beaſts were bak'd, Skin turn'd to cruſt they ſay, 
A'd Fiſhes in the River boild away, 

Birdsin tieArr ee roaſted, not buind, 
For as tae; fell do+n, all the v aytacy turnd, 


EEE f 
—— ————  _ —_—_ 


On am gbry ran 


Eavensdid not weep, bur inits ſwelling eve 
W hole Seas of Rheum a'1d moiſt Carnars did lie; 
Which io beſpawl' the lower world, men ſee 
Corn blaſted , and the fruic of eve'y tree : 
Air wascondenc'd co witer, $1inſt their wiſh, 
And all their Fow! were tuind co fl ing Fiſh: 
Like Watermen. they throng vl to ply atare, 
And thought it had been Navizadle ayr 


E 4 Beaſts 
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Beaſts loſt their natural motion of cach linib, 
Forgot to go, with practicing to ſwim. 

A 1lroutno+ here, you would not thin c how ſoon 
1ane read; dreft for the Emprels of the Moon: 
lhe fixed S$:ais, though co our eyes were miſſing, 
We knew yet wete, by their conunual hifling: 
Women ſerm'd Maremaids, failing with the wind, 
The greateſt miracle was fiſh behind : 

But men were all kept ſhott againſt their wiſh, 

And could conic but the cold fin of tiſh. 


mY ms. 
—" "> — 


——_—— th. es 


Toe Bl.,vt Lover. 


MIAEn: 7 eannot court your ſprighely eyes 
L Wuath a Bate- Viol plac d berwixt my thighs ; 
1 cannot liſp, nr :o che + 1tarſing, 

And tire my trains with ſimple Sonneting : 

] 2m not fathon'd for theſe Amorons r1mes, 
And. can*0g court you in [.wcvivus Rhimes : 
Nor: can 1 whine jn puling Elegies, 

And at your rteet lic begging from your eyes 

A gracipus look ; Icannot dance nur caper, 

Moc daliy, twear, protef}, lze, ronty and vaper ; 
T cannot kifs your hand play w th vour hairs 
Andt-1! ; og that jou oue y ere maſt fair . 

I canndt roſs my aims, nor cry, Ay me 

Poo fo:Jo n man; All this is foppe:y : 


Nor 


nous Py —- 


& O! 
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Nor can 1 Maſquerade, as the faſhion's now, 
No, no, My heart to theſe can never bow : 

Buc what] can do, 1 ſhall tell youroundly, 
Hark in you car, by Jeve I'le kiſs you ſoundly. 


—_— _ 


— — 


On 2 Watch lift in « T avern- 


W atch loſt in a Tavern, that's a crime , 
A Then (ce how men by drinking loſe their time, 
The Watch kept time: It crime will away, 
I ſee no reaſon why the Watch ſhould ſtay. 
You ſay the key hung out, and you forgot to lock it, 
Time will not be kept pris ner in « pocket, 
Henceforth it you will keep your Watch, chis do, 
Pocket you Watch, and watch your pocket £00. 


-- —_ - — —_—— 


OO” 


A Song with the Latiiioir, 


VN Hen as the Nightingale chanted her Veſper, 
And the wild Foreſters couch'd on the ground, 
Venus invited mein th evenings whiſper 
tnto a uy ant field with Roſes crowrn!'d, 
Where ſhe before had ſent, her wiſhes complement, 
\\ hich to her hearts content, plaid with me on the 


| Never Mark, Anth:xy dallied more wantonly (4reev 


W:ul the tair Egypian Queen, 
The 
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The Latcin., 


2. Ants Lu/cinis ſonmum irrit it, 
Salts wag : ſwnt in Cubil bus : 
Hes me filentio venu; invitat 
Ad virrde/ tim fray :ntita ; 
Ubi promſ/erat ,qui mw nti.w flexerat 
Gaxdia texperal fic mibs ſolida . 
0 01 dax Amar, lufert beatins 
Cam Regina N. lotica. 


- 
EE Ls _ — | r————————_—_—— 


De vin & venert. 


Ote neither on Women, or on Wine, 

For to thy hurt they both alike incline : 
Venw thy frength, and Bacchas with his ſweet 
And plezſane Grape debr licates che feet : 
Blind Love w 11 blab what he in ſecret did, 


Jn giddy Wiae there's nothing can be hid. 
Seditious wars oft Cupi4 hath begun, 
Bacchus to Arms makes men in fury run : 
Fenus (unjuſt) by hormid war Ift Troy ; 
Bacchus by war the Lappirs did deſtroy. 
Whe : thou with both or <icher art pofieR, 
Shame, honeſty and fear oft fies thy breaſt ; 


In 
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In fetters Venus keeps, in gyves Bacebss the, 
Leſt by theic free-gitrs they thee damnifie. 
Uſe W me for thirit, Venss tor lawful ſeed, 
To paſs theſe limits, - may thy danger breed. 


—— — 


On He. 


HE char with Wine, Winerhinke t'expel,! 
One il would with anocher quell : 
A Trumper, with a Trumpet drown : 
Or with che Cryer of the Town 
Srill 2 loud man : Noiſe deaf withnoiſe, 
Or ro converea Bawd, make choice 
)f a Ponder : Pridewich pride ſhame thas, 
Or put a Cook down by C | ftratss; 
Diicord by diſcord think to caſe, 
Or any man with ſcoffs appeaſe : 
So War by Battel to reſtrain, 
And labour mitipate by pain : 
Command a ſudden peace berween | 
Two ſhrill-Scolds in their height of ſpleen : | 
By drink to quench drink is all one, 
As if by ſtrife, ſite to atone, 
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A SONG, eal'd, Hide P;rk. 
| The tune, 


H ner invites, yow todelight'y 
Come v0 th: Conrt andbe ik made Knicbee, 


3. One all you noble, you that are neat ones, 
| Hi/e Pokjis now both freſh and green 2 
Come ail yoa Gallanes, thac are great ones, 
Andare eſirous to be "2a 
Would you a Wife or Miſtreſs rare, 
Here are the beſt of Eag/au1 far : 
Here you may chuſe, alſo refuſe, 


As you your judgerencs pleaſc o—_— 


2. Come all you Courtiers in your n 
Rich in your new unp: id for filk : 


t faſhions, 


Come you brave VVenches, and cou-t your ſtations 


Herein the buſhes the Maids do milk : 
Come then ind revel, the Spring ifvices 
Beanty and yourh for your delights, 

All that are fair, al: chat ace rare, 
You ſhall have licence to compare. 


3 Here 


wa Ol - T 
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3, Here the great L:dies all of the Land are, 
Drawa with (ix hories at the leaſt ; 

Here are all chat of che Strand are, 
And to be ſeen now at the beſt, 

WB - 5.t-r-Hall, whois of the Court, 

nto this place doth nowdll reſore : 

Bot! high and low, here you may know, 

An4 do ajl come themſelves to ſhow. 


4. The Merchants wives that keeptheir coaches, 
Here in the Paik do cake the ayr : 

They po abroad to avoid reproaches, 
And ho.d themſelves as Ladies fair : 

For whilit their Hi'sbangds gone are to trade 
Unto their ſhips by veg or Land ; 

VVho will not ſay, why may not they 

- Trade, like thceic own husbands, in their own way, 


$- Here from the Countrey come the Girls flying 
For husbands, thoigh of parts liccle wcrth : 
They ac th* Excbavge have been buying 
The laſt new faſt.ion that eame forth : 
Ard are deſirous ts hare ic ſeen, 
ASit before itnc're bad been; 


So yo't may ſee all that may be 


Had in the Town or Countrey. 


6.Hete 
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6. Here. comes the Girls of the rich City, 
Aldermens daughters fair and proud, 
Their Jealous Mothers come t invite ye, 
For fear they ſhould be loſt th' croud : 
Who for their breeding are taught ro dance 
Their birth and foreune to advance : 
And they will be as frolick and free, 
As you your ſelf expe to ſee. 


— 


To buy roy Niftres. 


x. C Oy one, I ſay, be gone, 

My love.days now are done - 
Were thy brow like lv'ry free, 
Ye,c'us more black than jerto me. 


2. Vight thy hairy treſs compare 

With Papbre's ſporting with the air, 
As it is worſe ferter'd far, 

Then the knorty tuffs of Mandrakes are. 


3. Were there in thy ſquint-eyes found 
True native ſparks of Diamond ; 

As they are duller fure Jam, 

Then h' eye. lamps of a dying man, 


— —_— ——_—— —_ 


4. Were 


[xe 


IVeſtminſter- Drollerys 


4. Were ihy breath a Civic feent, 
Or ſome | urer Element ; 


| As there's none profeſs thee love, 


Can touch thy lips without a glove. 


5. Were thy noſe of ſych a ſhape, 
AS Natuie could no better make 
ASitis» ſo <krewd im, 

It claims acquelntance with thy chin, 


6. Were thy breaſts eo riling Mounts, 
Thoſe ruby nipp e5 milky Fonts; 
AS theſe tv to furl move, 


1] hey'd inke a Lover freeze for love. 


-, Coulll thy pulſe affe tion beat, 


Thy pilm ab lmy moiſtu:e ſweat; 
As thei active vigors gone, 
D:y ard cold as any ſt: ne. 


8, Weretly arms, legs, feet and all, 

That we with modeſt, may call , 

N. , were they all of ſuch a grace, 

AsS'c might be ſtyl d, Loves Amoreus place. 


9. As all t''eſc yield ſuch weak delight, 
They'd f11,ht a Bridegroom the firſt night ; 


end 
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And hold it a curſe for to be ſped 
Of ſacha Fury ia his bed. 


10. Could thine high improveINare, 
Vye with che greaceſt Potentate|; 

As in all cheir {tore 1 find \ 
Mole- kills to 8 coble mind. , 


11. Wert thou 2s rich in Beautics forr, 
As thou art held in Natures ſcorn : 
1 vow the'e ſhould be none of mine, 


Becauſe they arc enticl'd thine, 


—_ II 
Wee i nn hn rr pn nn nl OOO _ w 


A DialoguE concerning hair, breween a man 
4nd 4 noran. 


M. 


\N Sk me no more, why I do wear 
My hair ſo far below my ear: 

For the firſt man chat ever was made, 

Did never know the Barbers trade 


W. 


2. Fsk meno more, where all the Jay 


The fooliſh O41 doth make her ſtay 1 
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'Tis in your locks ; for tak't from me, 
She thinks your hair anlvy tree. 


Af. 


3. Tell me no more, that lengthof han 
C3n make the viſage ſ-em leſs fair 
E-xr howſoe re my hair doth lit, 

i'm ſuie that yours comes ſhort of ir, 


W. 


4. Tell me no more, men wear long hair 
To chile away the colder ayr . 

For by experience we may ſee, 

Long hair will but a back friend b<. 


M. 


5. Teil meno more, that long hair «an 
Aigne deboiſtneſs ina man , 

For © Religious beins inclin'd, 

| To ſave the Temples from the wind. 


IF. 


6. ASk meno more, why Roarers weir 
1 heir hair extant below their ear; 
.S 4 IT - or 
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For having morgag'd all their Land, 
They'd fain oblige the app.ariug band. 


Af. + 


7.Ask meno more,why hair rxay be 
The cxpreſſion of Gentility : 

"11s that which being largely grown, 
Derives its Genti y fram the Crown. 


d 
A. 2 
8. Ask meno more, wh, graſs being groun, 
| With greedy ſickle 1s cut down 
' Till thort and ſweet : Soen's my Song, 7 
l T.eſt that lonz hair ſhould grow too .ong. 
'F Po on. 4 
A Sor.f» 
F. 
1. T Hat Beanty I ador'd before, It 
I naw as much Ceſpiſe : 
'Tis money onely makes the Whore. "D 
She that for love with ker Crony tes, 
1: chaſte : But tl a:'s the Whore th:t k ſſes fo: piire, 


2. Lit 
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2. Let Jove with gold his Diana wooe, 
It (hall be no rule for me: 
Nay, it may I tay do fo too, 
Whea 1 am as old as he. 
Till then I le never hire the thing that's free- 


3.-If Coyn muſt your affe:: ion Imp, 
Pray get fone other F:1end: - 
My pocket ne're ſhall be my pimp), 
I never that intend, 
Ter can be ;1oble toosf | [re they mend. 


4 Since loving was a liberal Arr, 
How canſt thou t ade for pain : 
Th: pleaſure is on your part, 
'Tis we men take the pain : 
Ana bein [o, muit n omen have the gaiw. 


5. No, no, Ile never firm your bed, 
Nor your Smock-Tenant be: 

I hate tv rent your white and red, 
You ſhall not let your love to me 3 

T court a Miſtris, not a | an (lady. 


6. A pox take him that firſt ſet up 
The Exciſe ot Fleſh and Skin, 


Fa. 
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Ard ſince it will no better be, 
Let us both co kiſs begin, 


Tokif, freily ; if mts you may o" [p.n. 


—_— — 


T be careleſs Swan. 
# FF ſhe gone, tet her go, faith boys I care not, 


Ile not ſue after her, 1 dare, 1 dare nor, 
Though ſhe'as more land than I, by mn any acre, 
I have plow'd in her ground, who will may take her, 


2. She is a witty one, and ſhe1s fair to, 

She muſt have all the Land tliat ſhe i$ heit to : 
Bur as for free land ſhe has nor any, © 

For hers is L:#wwmas ground, common to many. 


3. Were itin ſeveral 'twere a great favonr, 

It might be an inriching co him char ſhall have her ; 
But hers is common ground, and withour bounding, 
You may graſe in her ground, and fear no pounding 


| 


Pl. Hi. < 


” »pÞ =, 1 A v 


__— 


g, 
B 
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A Catch for three Voycrs. 


Ack, will and Tow arc ye come, 

| think there 1s mirth in your faces: 
How glad 7m to ſee ſuch Lads all agree 

In tune, and time, and graces. 


NR —— 


$5 


A bong. 


I. Lori, when I to thee preſent 
The cauſe of all my diſcontent , 

And ſhew that all the wealth that can 

Flow trom this lictle world of man, 

Is nought but Conſtancy and Love, 

Why will you other objetts prove. 


2, O do not cozen your deſires, 
With common or Mecianick fire : 
That piFture which you ſee in gold, 
la eve'y ſhop is to be ſold, 

And Diamonds of richeſt prize, 
Men onely value with thicir eyes. 


But look upon my loyal hear, 
That knows to vaiue every part : 
= 


And 
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And loves thy hidden vertue more 

Then outward ſhape, which fools adore: 
in that you'll all the creafures find, 

That can content a noble mind. 


— - m—y 


— —_——  — 


T he for{ak n Mid, a Song. 


I. Or Love, nor Fate, da'e I accul-, 
For that my Love doth me retu.c : 

Put O mine own unworthineſs, 

That dirſt p:eſume ſo great a bis. 

Toe mickle 'twere for meto lo:c, 

A man ſo like the Gods above - 

With an An'el> face, and Saint-like voyce, 

'Tis coo Divire for Humane choyce. 


2, B t had 1 wiſely given my heart, 
For to have lov'd tim but i part : 
As onely to enjoy his face, 

Or any one peculiar Grace : 

* As foor, or hand, or lip, or eye, 
Then had hvd, where nos 1 oye : 
Bur Iprefuming all co chuſc, 

Am now condemned all tv loſe, 


3. You Rural Goes that guard the Sivains, 
Anil j umfh all unjuſt difdeins:; 


ol » >» LE TM wy, TT Pwunc A. I _*» =, 
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O do not eenſure him for this, 

It was my error, and nor his : 

T his onely boon of you lle crave, 
To fix theſelines upon my prave : 
Like /ca-ws, | ſoar'd too high, 

For which offence | pine, 1 dye. 


On a Prec ſ« T \ tor. 
A Taylor, a man of an upright dealing, 
True, bar for lying ; honeſt but tor lteiling, 
Did 'all one day extremely ſick by chance, 
And on aſudden fell in a wondrous trance, 
The tFiends of Hell muſt ring in fearfu] manner, 
Ot ſundry coloui'd filks diſplay'd a Banner 
W hich he had ftoln; and with'd, as they did tell, 
Thar he might one day findic all in Hell. 
The man aff.1phted ac chis Apparition, | 
Upon 8 ecovery grew a great Precthian- 
He bought a Bible of the new Tratflation, 
And intis life he ſh2w'd great Refoi marion ; 
He waik'd demurel;, and he ta!t.ed meek], 
He heard two Lectures, and ewo Sermons weckly ; 
He vow'd to ſhun all company univly, 
And in yh1+ ſpeech he us'd no Oath but Truly ; 
And zcalouſly ro help the $:bbarkf; ret, © © 
lie meat for that day on the Eve was dreſt ; 


F 4 AQl 
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And left the cuſtom that he hadto ſteal, 

Might cauſe him ſometime to forger his zeal : 

He gives his Journey- man a ſpecual charge, 

That it rhe ſtuff alow'd fall our coo large, 

Ard to filch his fingers was inclind, 

He then ſhould put tne Banner in his mind. 

This done, 1 ſcarce can tell the reft for laughter, 

A Captain of a ſhip came three (lays after, 

And bought three yaids of Velvet and three quarters 
To take his Veſt ſo large to hang below his garters. 
He that preciſely knew what was enough, 

Soon ſlipr away a quarter of the (tuff: 

Hi- min eſpying it, ſaid inderilion, 

Remember Malter how you ſaw the Viiion. 

Peace Fool, qu th he, I did not ſee one rag 

Of ſuck like colour'd tuff within the Bag. 


———— ———————— 


Tre *coich G.rls com! laint for an Exgl ſb mans going 
away, When wy Lord Monk came 


fer England. 


i] TL T. ride this cruel peace that hath gain'd a 
_ Waron me, 

Jnever foncied Laddy till I faw mine Fnemy ; 

() metiiou;;nts he was the blitheſt one, 

7 hat eE'r< | ſet mine eyes upon : 


W.1! 
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W. |! he might have fool'd a wiſer one, 
As Je did me : 

He look'd fo pretty, and talk'd ſo witty, 
None could deny, 

But need> muſt yield the Fort up, 
Gude faith, and fo d1d I. 


2. Tantara , went the Trumpets , and ſtrait we 
were in Arms, 
We dreaded no Invaſions,imt races were our Charms. 
AS we cloſe to one another ſet, 
Did according to our Mothers wit, 
But hardly now can ſmotber it, 
Ic will be known. 
A lack and welly, ſick back and belly, 
Never was Maid, 
A Souldier 15 a coming, though young, 
Makes me afraid. 


3. To F=*/an{ bear this Sonnet, Cire& it unto none, 
But to the brave Monk Hero's, both figh and fing- 
Ing Moan : 
Some there are perhaps will take my part, 
At his boſom Capsd i}:::* his darr, 
That fiom me he ne're may par:, 
Tk:t is mine oun : 


CO or ating ind 
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O may it thou never, wear Boy and Quiver, 
Till 1 may ſee, 

Orce more the happy feature 

Of my lov'd Enem*. 


—— 


Wir and the Pritam. 


TE me you Aiti-Sainrs, Why plaſs 
Toyou1s lonper liv'd than braſs : 


' And why the Saints have ſcap'd their falls 


Better on windows than on walls ; 

Is it becaue the Brothers fires £ 
Maintain a Glaſs-h«uſe at Black Fryers 7 
Next, why the Church ſtands Norch and Sout'), 
And Faſt and Weſt the Preachers mouth ? 
Or1s'r becaufc tuch painted wore, 

Reſembles ſomewhat what you ze : 


 Sopied, ſo ing, fo unſound 


Ja Doctrine, art in macners found, 

T hat out of Emblematick » it, 

You ſpate your ſelves, in ſparing it? 

If it be ſy, then Farr for d boaſt, 

Thy Courch hath kept whac all hath loſt : 
It is preſeryed from the bane | 

Cf either War or Pu ian: 

Whoſe life is colou: ed in thy paint, 
Theizfde droſs, but ou:fge Sainr, | 
: T be 


On Fairford caricus Church windows, mb: ſcapd the 


Sh 
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T be Souldiers praiſe of a Lowſe. 
I, Wil you pleaſe to bear a new Ditty, 


In praiſe of a (ix footed Creature 
She lives both in Countrey and City, 
She's wondrous loving by nature, 


2 She'll proffer her lervice to any, 

She'll Rick cloſe bur ſhe will prevail: 
Se 15 entertained by many, 

Till death no Maſter ſhe'l! fail, 


3. Your rich men ſhe cannot endure, 
Nor can ſhe your ſhifter abide: 
Burt {t1i] ſhe ſticks cloſe to the poor, 

Though often they claw her bide. 


4. Thenon-ſiuted man ſhe'll woo him, 
Or an" good fellows that lack : 

She will be aSuigh a friend co him, 
As the ſhire that ſticks to his back. 


5.Y our neat Laundreſs ſhe perſeRly hates, 
And thoſe that do ſet her a work: 

Ard till in foul linen deliphts, 
Jhact ſhe inthe ſeams on't may lurk. 
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6, Corruption ſhe draws like a Horſe. leech, 
Being big, ſhe grows agreat breeder : 

At night ſhe goes nome to her cottage, 
Andin the day is a. Devilliſh feeder. 


7. To Commanders and $ou!Gers in purging, 
I'm ſure her Receipts are good: 

For ſhe ſaves them the charge of a Surgeon 
In ſucking ard letting of blood. 


$. She'll venture in a Batcel 8s far 
As any Commander that goes : 
She'll play Jack a both fides in war, 
And cares not a pin for her foes. 


9. She's always ſhot. free in fighe, 
Te kill her no ſword will prevail : 

And if rook priſoner by ſliphc, 
She's ruſhdrodeath with a nail. 


10. From her and her breed, ove defend us, 
For :er company we have had ſtore : 

Let .her go to the Court and the Gentry, 
And trouble poor Souldiers no more. 


[— FS | wal dM 
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A Sony. 


L, MEchought the other night, 
1 ſiw a pretty fight 

That mov'd me much, 
A fair and comely Maid, 
Not ſqueamiſh or afraid 

To let me touch. 
Our lips moſt ſweetly kiſling 
Each other, never miſling; 
Her ſmiling looksdid ſhew content, 
T hat ſhe did nought bu: what ſhe meant, 


2. And as our lips did move, 
The echo ſtill was, Love, 
Love, love me ſweet, 
Then with a Maiden bluſh, 
Inſtead of crying puſh, 
Our lip> did meet : 
With Mulick ſweet by ſounding, 
And pleaſures all abounding, 
We keptthe burden of the Song , 
Which was, That Love ſrontd take no yrong. 
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A Song. 


I. O My deareſt, I ſhall grieve thee 
When I ſwear, yer Sweet believe me, 

By thine _ cryſtal book, 

In which all crabbed old men look, 

I ſware to thee though none abhor them, 

Yet1 donot love thee for them, 


2.1 donot love thee for that fair 
Rich fan of thy moſt curious hair : 
Though the wires thereof are drawn 
Finer than the chreds of Lawn, 

And are ſofter than the (leeves 

W hici the ſubtil Spinner weaves. 


2. I do no: love thee for thoſe lowers 
Growing en thy cheeks, Loves bowers : 
Though ſuch cunning them hath ſpread, 
None can part their white and red: 
Loves golden Arrows there are ſhort, 
Yet for them 1 love thee nor. 


4. Ido not love thee for thoſe ſofc 
Red Corral lips I've kiſt ſo ofc, 
Nor 


Jſ 
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Nor teeth of Peat], chough double rear'd 
To ſpeech, where Muſick ſtill is heard: 
Though from thence a kiſs being taken, 
\\ ould Tyrants me:t, and death awaken. 


s. 1do notlove thee, O my Faireſt, 
For that :11cheſt, for thar rareſt 


Silver pi:lar which ſtands under 
Thy lovely head, that gla's of worder : 


. Tho gh thy neck be whiter far, 


Then Torers of polliſh'd Ivory are. 


6 Nor do T love thee for thoſe Mountains 

Hid with ſnow, wirrnce NeCftar Fountains 

Sug red ſweet, and Sir:u9 berry, 

Muſt one day run through ripes of Cher 
. | 

O how much thoſ- b: exits do move me, 

Ye; for theſe | do not love thee. 


\ 


7.1 donot love theefor th: palm, 
Though the de. thereof be balm : 
Nor thy curious lep and tyor, 
Although 't be a PreC OUS ro0t, 

\V heieon this goodly Cedar grows, 
Sweet I love thee not for thoſe, 


8.Nor 
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8. Nor for thy wit ſo pure and quick, 

Whoſe ſubſtance no Arilhwerizk 

Can number down : Nor for the charms 

Thau mak it with thy emb:acing aims ; 
Thowgh inthem one mybt te lie, 
Deareſt [nould glad'y dyc+ 


9. | love thee not for eyes nor hair, 
Nor lips, nor teeth that are fo rare : 
Nor for thy neck, nor for thy breaſts, 
Nor for thy beily, nor the relt ; 

Nor for thy han4, nor foot, nor ſmall, 


hat wom!dit thow know, cear ſme, for all. 


— 
_—— —— Er nm urn — I 


An cl Song on the Spiniſh /rmade. 


1. QOme yerrs of late, jn Eighry eighe, 


AS I Go well rememher, 
It was ſom ſay, ninercenth of May, 
And ſome lay in Seprewber, 
eAnd ſone jay tn September. 


1he Spantſh erain, lanch'd forth am:in, 
With many a fe bravado 


here (as they thought) bur it prov d nor, 


Invinctle Armado. . 
I[nvincib,c Armads. 


_O—— 


EN N .) 


3, I bcre 
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3. There was a little man that dwelt in Speir, 
W ho ſhot well in a Gun a, 
Don Pedro height, a+ biack a wight 
As the K'izhtof th' Sina, 
As the Knitht of th Sun 4. 


4. K "g Phi';p made him Admiral, 
And bid him »or to (tay a, 
Buc to deſtroy, beth min and boy, 
And lo to come a:ray a. - 
And [0 to come andy 4. 


$- Their Navy was well vitualled 
Wi:h Bisker, Peaſe and Bacon, 
They brought two ſhips, well fraught with whips, 
ButT think they were miſtaken, 
But 1 think hey were miſtaken, 


6. Their men were young, Munition ſtrong, 
And to do us more ha' m a, 
They thought it meer, to joyn their F.cet, 
All with che Prince of Parme, 
AM with the Prince of Parma. 


G 7. They 
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7. They coaſted round about our Land, 


And ſo came in by Dover : 
Bur we had men, ſec on 'em then, 
And threw the Raſcals over, 
And threw the Raſcals over. 


8. The Queen was then at Tilba'y; 
W hat could we more deſire a : 
And Sir Francs Drake, for her ſweet lake, 
Did ſet them all on fire 2, i 
Did ſet them all on fire 4 


9. Then ſtrait they fled by Sea and Land, 
That one man kill'd threeſcorea : 
And had not they, all ran away, 
In truth he had kill'd more a. 
In truth be hid kh Kd more 4 


10. Then ler them neicher brag nor boaſt, 
Bur if they come agen a, 
Let them take heed, they donot ſpeed, 
As they did you know when a, 
A1 1tiey did you know when 4. 


The 


"be 
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Tye Loyai Prifedty, 
E 
1, DEat on proud Billow; Bare blow, 
vel 


Your incivility ſhall 
That Invented is Tumpet prof : 


curled waves high a$ Jover root : 


T hong b furioxs Ner0's frewn, wy thoughts ard alias 
Thes frike ftion, for int 14 08#1/ are bath. 


2. That which'the World MmiſcalszJal; -. 
A peivers Cloſet 1 . ro me, ap 

wW 2 Cenſcence is i 
And — my rordens ? 

Licks, Buri and Solitude together mitt, 


Makes me we Fris "er, but on Anchotet, + 


3. And whilft 7 wiſh to be retic d, 

Into this private room was turn'd : 
ASif their wiſdoms had confpir'd 

T he Safſamander ſhould b= burn'd : 


Dy like thoſe Sepbies which would drown : f/h; } 


T am cow Jeon 'd to [nffer what I'wiſh, 


H2 


4: The 
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$. The Cynick hugs her poverty, 
The Pcllican her Wilderneſs : 
And 't1> the Indiags pride 5p.be 
Naked on frozen Cancaſre ; 
Con entment cannot ſmirt, St iche we ſes, 
HMakys tormem rajie. teabeir Apathic. 


iS 
5-1 aminthis Cabinet lockdup, | | 
Like ſome high peized. Mergerete: _ 
Or like (eme geeat Mogul or Hope, ..... 
Am cleiſter d upfrom . ppblique light : 
Retr 2neſs is apiec. of Majitic, = 
And thus prot Spltar, I'ma: great ay thee. 


_ C. Theſe Manigles: about my arms, + 

Jas my Miſtris Favours wear :.. 
And for to keep mx ancles wm 

I kave ſome icon,Shackles there: ., 
Theſe wall. arc b:it my G.:rriſon, my Coll, 
Which men c1ll Jail, doth prove my Citadel. 


7. So he that ſtroke at Faſo ziife, |. + - 
Thinking to bave made his purpoſe ſure, 
Wich 2 malicious friendly knife, 
Was onely wounded w a cine, 
Adhiice, ] ſee, wants wit ; for what ts meant 
CMijchief, oft iimer po'es favours by th' event, 


8. What 
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8. What though I cannot ſee my King, 
Neither in's his Peiſon nor his Coyn : 
Yet Contemplation is a thing 
Which rendes what I hive norwmine. 
My K ing from me what Adanant canpart, 
Whom 1 do wear engraven on my heart 


9. Have you not ſeen the Nightingale 
A pris'ner like, cop'd in a cage ? 
Hew ſhe doth chaunt her wonred tale, 
In that her narrow Hermitage ? 
Even then her Mellody doth pla'nly prove, 
That her bought are trees, her cage a Grove. 


10. lam that Bird whom they combine 
Thus to deprive of liberty : 
Although they ſee my Corps cont'd, 
Yet maugrehate, my ſoul is free. 
Altb\uch I'm mew d, yet I canchirp and ſing, 
Diſgrace to Rehels, Glory tomy King. 


CO! 


On 


193  Weſtiynſer-Drollaryi 
On bu firfl Loxe, 


M Y firſt Love, whom all vie did adorn, | 
Fing, my hearc, ſuppreſt it ma hec is $00 

And ſince li inks | ig my breaſt it lies, 

By every ſpaikle made a Sacrifice : 

Each wanton cye, now kindles my delire, 

And that is now to all, which was intire : 

For now Wy wanton thoughts ay coafin'd 

Unto a Woman, hut to woman kiad 

This for her ſhape | love, that f os faces 

This tor her gciture, or ſome RE: 

And ſometimes when 1none of theſe can find, 

I chuic them by che kernel, notthe rind, 

Ani ſodo hope, though my chict bope be gone, 

To find in many, what I loſt in one 

She 1> 1a fault which caus'd me ficit ro firay, 

Needs miſt he w:nder which hath lat his way : 

Guilt efs | ar, ſhedid chis ch:nge prayoke, 

And made that Charcoal, which at firſt was Oak : 

For asa Looking: glaſs to the AﬀpeR, 

Whilſt ic 15 whole, doth one face refi=Q , 

Bur crack'd and broken in pieces, there are ſhown 

Many falſe faces, where ws firſt but one: 

So jove into my hear: did firſt prefer 

Rer Image, and there planted none but her : 


Bur 
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But when was crack'd and Martyr by her ſcorn, 
Many leſs faces in her ſeac were born : 

Thus like to Tinder, Iam prone to cateh 
Each falling ſparkle fit for awy match, 


A. 


Os bis Miſtri going to Sea. 


my fair Saint, may not the ſeas and wind 
Swell like rhe heartand eyes you lefr behind : 
Bat calm and gentle, like the looks they bear, 
Smile in yout face, and whiſper in your car : 

Let no fowl bijlow offer to ar:ſc, 

That ic might nearer look upon your eyes ; 

Leſt wind and Wayes enamour'd with ſuch form, 
Should throng and crowd themſelves iuto a ſtorm. 
Bur if ic be your face, vaſt Seas, to love, 

Of my becalmed hearc, learn how to move : 
Move then butin a gentle Lovers pace, 

No wrincles, nornofurrows in your face; 

And you fierce winds, ſeethat you tell your tale 
In ſuch a breath as may bur fill her ſail: 

So while you coure her each a ſeveral way, 

You will her ſafely ro her Port convey, 

And loſe her in a noble vray of wooins, 

Whi'ſt both cuntiib'ite ro her o;vn undoing. 


H 4 On 
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194 Weſeminſter-Drolery- 


On « Bl-Þ. 


CTay luſty blood, where wilt thou ſeek 
** S« bleſt a place as in her cheek ? 

H-> « caſt thou from that cheek retire, 
\\ herc vert ie doth command de'iie ? 

Burt if thou canſin t ſtay, then flow 
Down to her pantirg paps below ; 

Flow like a Deluge trom her breaſts, 

\\ be'© Vena Sivans have built their neſts : 
Ard ſo .ake glory to teſtain | 
W:'h Azureblew each ſwelling vein: 

1 :cn boiling, run through every part, 
711! rhou haſt warm'd her frozen heart : 
Er dif from loveit would retire, 

Ther Martyr it with gentle fre: 

And haviny feaich'd each ſecret place, 

Hy rhou back into her face: 

W herelrve thou bleſt in changing thoſe 
WhneLi ics ro a ruddy Roſe, 


In 
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In praiſe of a Mak: 


T Here iS not half ſo warm a fire, 
In fruition as deſire : ; 
When we have got the fruie of pain, 
Poſſeſſion makes vis poor again. 
Expectcd form and ſhape unknown, 
Whets and makes ſharp temptation : 
Senſe 15 too niggudly tor bliſs, 
And daily pay us with what is. 
But ignorance doth give. us all 
That can within he, brightneſs fall. 
Veil therefore ſtill, whilſt | divine 
Tae ricies of that hidden Mine 
And make imagination tell 
All wealth that can in beauty dwell, 
Thus the highly valu'd Oar, 
Earths dark Exchequer, keeps in ſtore: 
And ſearc1'd in ſect er, onely q tits 
The trav-l of th: hands and wits 
Who dares to ranſack all the hoards, 
That Natures p: ivy puiſe affords, 
Our eve the app ehenſious Thief, 
Blind+ our unl:imicted belief. 
When weſece all, we nothing ſee, 
Diſcloſuie may prove Robbety. 


"B03 
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For if you ſhine not faireſt being ſhown, 


I Pick 2 Cabinet for a Briftol! tone. 


Excaſt for «Abſence. 


hw ask perhaps, wherefore 1 tay, 


Loving ſo much, ſolong away : _ 


Da not think 'twas I did _—_ 
Ie was my body, nor my : 

For, like a Compaſs, in your love, 
One foot 1s fix'd that cannot move : 
The other may follow the blind guide 
Of giddy Fortune, bur nor ſlide 


Beyond our ſervice; nor dares venture 


To wander far from you the centre, 


aa 
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To lik Ahtru. 


[een yeur Mask, avd hide your eye; 
For with behotdung it 1 dye. | 
Yourfatal Beauty, Gorges: like, 

Dead with aſtoniſhment doth ſtrike ; 

Your piercing eyes, if chem I lee, 

Are worſe than Bag/:cky to me : 

Shur from mine eyes theſe bills of ſnow, 
Their melting valley do not ſhow 

Thoſ- Azure paths lead to deſpair. 

O vex menot, forbear, forbear ; 

| For whilſt 1 thas in torment dwell, 

| The fight of Heaven is worſe than Hell : 

| Your dainty voyce, and varbling breath, 
Sound like a fentence paſt for death : 

| Your dangling Tiefles are become 

| The in{trumencs of final doom : qi 

| Ot an Angel torture ſo, 

| When life 1s done, what ſhall I do? 


: 
7 6 ; 
Z 
d 
. 


Po ol Ur I DP ULAS a4 YO UV o0 


308 | Weftminfer-Droflery. 


To bit Miftry. 


be tell you how the Roſe did firſt grow red, / 
And whence the Lily whitenels borrowed : 
You bluſh'd, and then the Roſe with red was dighe 
The Lily kiſt your hand, and ſo came white. 
Before that time each Roſe had bur a ſtain, 

The Lily noughr ws rc did contain : 

You have the native colour, thoſe the dye, 

They flouriſh onely in your eye. 


PF; a aa AI 638 ES OS PLS CEE So 
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HI j«eet John Shorthoſe, | 

Sine hoſc, fine ſhooes, fre breeches : - 
ani fuit dum vixie, fine goods, 
Sine lands, fine richer, 


Y OS 5 
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$ ſhe not wondrous fair >? O butIſe 

She 1» ſo much roo ſweet, goo fair for me, 
hat I forget my flames./ and every tice --.., 
Hith taught we not tolove, but toadmire : 
uſt like the Sun, methinks 1 fee ber face, 
Which I ſhould gaze on, ſull, buc not embrace 
For 'tis Heavens pleaſure; ghag ſhe ſhauld be ſent 
As pure-to Heaven agen, as ſhe waslenr | 
To us: And bid us as we hope for bliſs, 
Not to prophane herwith a mortal kiſs; -/ 
Then how cold grows.my .love, and 1 how hot ? 
| 0 how 1 love her, how | love her not!” 
-.-þ So doth my Aguc-love torment by tucas, 
And now it freezech, now again it burns. 


he 


——_— 
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| A Sigh. 

| (JO thou genele W tuſper ing wind, 
| Bear this i gh, apd it, you find 


| Where my cruel Fair doth reſt, 
Caſt it in her ſnowy breaſt ; 


O 


—————— | 


The ſweet kiffes thou ſhalt gain, 

Will reward thee for thy pain + 
Taſte her lips, and then confeſs, 

If Arabis dorh poltefs, 

Or the thbs honor'd hill 

Sweets, like thoſe rherediftilt 
Having got ſo, witha fee 
"gs Iavn) we 2 ——_ 
Thou wht b 
Heac 2a pace, nr prac par r 
Then for pity cither Rv /' 

Up the fire of love in her, 

T hac alike boch fames may + (Hine, 


Or cfſe quice exrifiguifty nifite, 


A ———— ALS ALS + £ WIE WYYPI FS V BS. WY? "WPF. s 4 *=- 
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Tos ſpruce an1 very finely deck d Lay. | | 


x Q ri | 
AS if you were going to a Feaſt: i 

Still to be powder'd, Rilt petfum'd, 

Lad, it is eo be md, 

Thongh Arts hid cauſes ere not found; 

Allis not ſweee, # is #6 found, 


nj. OO 1 bo 
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x. Give mea look, give me a face, 
That makes ſimplicity a grace; 

Robes largely flowing, hairs as free, 
4 Such ſweet negle more taketh me 
Then 211 ch' Adulteries of Art, 

They pleaſe my eye, but nor my heart, 


© OO — 


——c 


T bs Good Friiow; Song. 


L 1, A* we went wandcing all the night, +. 
The Brewers Deg our brains did be, 
, [Our Head grew heavy, and our heels grew light, 
And we like our hunonr Well boys, 
| And we like our bumour well. 


| 2. Our Hoſteſs then bidus pay her ſcore, 

We call'd her Whore, and we paid her no more, 
| And we kick d our Hoſteſs out of the doox, - 
An1 wy like exr humour well toys, 
LAnl we lihe our bamony wel- 


| 2, Andas we went wandring in the ſirect, 
| We trod the kennels under our feet, 
And fought with every poſt we did meer, 
And we like exr ham ur well boys, 
Ani wr like our humour well. 


. Cave | y 4 The 
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4. The Conſtable then with hi: Naff and band, 
He bid, as if we were men to ſtand, | 
We told him he bid us de more chan we can, 
And w like owr bamony well boys, 
And we like owr buymour wt. 


a AA wy ws 


. Our Hoſteſſcs Cellar it is our bed, 
pon the barre's we lay our head, 
The night is our 0+, far che Devit is dead, 
An ; wel. ke our bumour w {| boys, 
And we ldey our hameut wel. 


AMT. LG. ra. _ 
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'T He paor man faſts, becauſe he has no meat; 
The fick man fats, becauſe he cannot eac , 

The Uſurer faſts, to encreaſe his ſtore ; 

The Glutton faſts, 'cauſe lie cn eat no more ; 

The Hypocrite,' becaiiſe he'd Fe commended; 

The Saints do faſt, becau'ie they have offcaded. 


Vjou F afting. T 
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Ne wiſhd me toa Wife that's foir and young, 
That hath French, Spaniſh,and ltaltan conpue ; 
| chank'd him, but yecl'le none of ſuch ; 
For I think one tongue for a Maid's tov much : 
Wihar, love you nat the Learned? Yes, as my life, 
The Learned Scholar, bur the uniearned White. 


— 


On 4 Lover that windi mat be biloy d af 1in. 


Ifdain me ill, that / may ever love ; 
For who tis love enjoys, can love no mor *; 
The War once paſt, with peace men cowards prove, 
The ſhips return'd do rot up:m the thore, 
Then frown, though I ſay thou art mot fair , 
And till 1 love thee, chouyh 1 ſtill deſpair ; 


As hear to life, ſo is deſire to love, Cd once 
For theſe once quench'd, both life and lov? are 
Ler not my (ighsand tears thy vertues move 
Like baſeſt merta), do not melt ſo ſoon, 
Laugh at my woes, alchough 1 ever mourn, 


1 Love Surfcits with rewards, his Nurſe 1s ſcorn. 


H WM 
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A Ru <4 Song, % 


l Ome Lads and Ladſes, each one that paſſes, 
Daace 3 rourd on che ground 
Wiulit picen the pr ([S15, 
For if you'lleverp with mi:th endeavour 
With heart and vOyce, rCjoYces 
(ome now or never : 
For :bh. blind Boy Leve was £44411 ani © Bray d, 
Inithe Trap that was la 1 


For t| e poor þby - Mat |: 


2, Now hcre, nov «ander, with Gooſe and Gander. 
With Our Cocks, Hens en | Cock: 
'@ © Miy you waud:r : | 
Securely may zou 36. to the Market toand fro, 
Joby 4! id 7 0 04, a'l drow, 
» Ac 7ever ſeg thedkoe. 
For be b ns B J Love mn As caught and; {7 4) '4 
In th: 4 Trap that was larl 
Fer tbe Pio: py. ; \/aid. 
$7 Mm? 
3. Sweere!t come hitacr, lewus gou ir, 
Waere we'll court. and tne ere Port 
- F cely cove: ter 


Ve: 


I Rb 


nder., 


We. 
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We'll e:joy kiſſes, wich other bliſles, 
So come home, when we have done, 
And none ſhall mf us. 
For the blin | Boy Love wa cau'\tai'bet ay! 
in th. Trapthat nas la 1, 
For tle p:or ſilly Mai l. 


4, Over yon Bower, ove ſeems to low:e, 
As he meant to prevent, 
Our happielt hour : 
Bur the time- ticaſure, giving us leiture 
In ſpight of fove, foi to prove 
Gur cefelt picaſu: c- 
F r the b inl Boy Love was Caught ani b.tray d 
In the Trap that was lai, 
Fer the poor fil j Aſas '. 


It5 


AS otch So !, called Gilerc: 


1. WY As ever pg ief fo great as mine, 
Then ipe-k Gear Bearn, lpretice, 

[ hat t!.us mult Jeeſe my G1 ercy, 

Y >y Beriſon pang vith race. 


H 2 Gy 
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Good ſpeed be with you then Sir ,ſhe ſaid, 


For goneis ali my joy: 
And gone is he whom 1 love beſt, 
My handſome (44 'e, oy. 


2. In muckle joy we ſpent our time 
Till we were both fifteen, 

Then wantonly he ligg'd me down, 
And amongſt the Brakes ſp green. 

When he had done what man could do, 
He roſe up and gang'd his wav : 

I gate my Goon, and followed him, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 


3. Now Gildersy was a bonny Boy, 
Would needs to'th King be pone, 
With his 4iken garters entie legs, 
And the loſes on his ſhoone : 
Bur better be had ſaid at home 
With me h's one!y joy, 
For on a Gallow t'ce they hung 
My handſome Gu/4.roy, 


4: When they had tane this Lid ſo ſtrong, 
G'de Lord how fore taey boun4 him, 

They carried him to Fdinb'rourb Town, 
Aud there God wot they hung him : 


They 


They 
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They knit him faſt above the reſt, 


And 1 loſt my onely joy, 
For ever mere my Benifon 


Gang with my Gilderoy. 


| 5, Wo worth the man that made thoſe Lavs, 


To hang a man for genee, 
For neither (tealing Ox nor Aſs, 
Or bony Horle or Meere : 
Had rot their Laws a bin (0 ſtrift, 
I might have got my joy : 
And ne re had needtull a wat my check 
For my dear G»/4erop, 


——_—— OT 


A Song tol us Miftru. 


1, FT Will not do a Sacrifice 
To thy face, or to thy eyes: 

Nor wnto thy Lily palm, 
Nor thy breath that wo:.nding ba'm : 
But the p+rt ro which my hea: c 

In vous 15 ſeal'd, 
Is that Mine of biiſ: Divine 

W hich is conceal d, 


H3; 2. What”, 


, "eſtminſter-Drollcyy- 


2. What's the c-olden fruit tome, 
It 1 may not pluck the Tree: 
Zire eajo ing 211 the reſt, 
; but like a Golden Fealt. 
\\ hich at weed, can never feed 
O..r love (ic wiſhes; 
Let me ca; ſuitantial meat, 
Not view the diſhes. 


— 


The 4 vice. 


Hills for ſhame, let 1s improve 
\ thouſand ſrvcral ways, 
Theſe t:w ſhort minutes ſtoIn by love 
From many tedious days. 


VW.iityou want Courave to deip:ſc 
| !!e cenſ-re of the grave : 

Fo; a!l the T'yran's in your eyes, 
Your heart 15 but a ſlave. 

Ny ove IS full of noble pride, 
AnG never will ſubmit 

To tec tiiat Fop Diſcretion riJe 
In u;umpl: over VV it. 


F alſe 


ſe 


. Y 
alſe Friends / hive a5 we!l as you, 
1 har daily counſcl me 
Fain friv lou+ trifles to: purſus, 
An leave off loving thee. 


When 1 the lealt bel ief hcſloy 
On what ſucl!t fools adviſe, 

\{av 1] be dull enough to cv: 
Mo! miſcr.bly wiſe, 


A Fi/.on. 
B. n-2ti; a Vvrile ſhade 


\\ Tich Jove tor none butths PPy Love s 1. f 
I tlepr, and ft c1obg ny Lo ve befyi ce me brug! 
PF iſlzs the ob ict of my Waking th 0u%! it, 

Und eft ſhe cime my Alam -5 ts meer. 


TroOm the b:; gle Vic! 15 hed, 
= ONE ITES TOP [. Ivn Ww 1s [oe voN ſ; 1iIeE id * 


Of e w 11tEC fi OM1 8% 7" ry (ell i jtzEr ny aded ſ, 
' 


F; 
L 
He: Lids ICP IP ai bv aTIPLE : 
Her evry pait my heart vid hre : 
But no! ber <Y 


4 
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Wi1F{t Love ftrew'd flowers bri.cath ber feet : 
Hionwcrs tiatlo pret.'d by her became moe 1.627. 


4% —_ 


INE CIOULY SUii-fiiine, NOT Lo0 3: gp nor talr ; 


CS, that $119 . we V1 ? defi e. 


ER CO OT CORTE Fn gy, In 


a by co retro ot LO. 
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Ah charming fair, ſaid I, 
How long will you my bliſs and yours deny? 
V'y Nature and 4s 7. ve this loneſome ſhade, 
Vas for reyengeor ſuffe'r'ng Lovers made ; 
Silence and + a with love agree, ' 
Bo:h ſhelter you, and favour me : 
You cannot bluſh, becauſe I cannot ſee. 


No, let medve, ſhe ſid, 
Rather rhen loſe the ſpotleſ> name of Maid : 
Faintly ſhe ſpoke mectought, for -11 the while 
Se bid me not believe her with a f(mile. 
Then dy, ſaid 7, ſhe ſtill denyd: 
And is 1t thu-, thus, thus, ſhe cry'd. 
You uſe a harmleſs Maid? And fo ſhe dy'd. 


1 wak'd, and ſtraight I knew 

1lov'd ſo well, it made my dream prove true. 

Fancy the kinder Miliris of the two, 

Fans had done what Phils wou!d not do. 
Au cruel N, mph, ceaſe your diſdain, 
While 1 can dream yuur ſcorn in viin : 

Alleep or waking you 1 uſt eaſe my pain. 


F. 1'> 
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The Batchelers Song. 


5 a Dog with a bottle faſt - y to his tail, 
Like a Vermin a Trap, or a Thiefin a Jail, 
Like a Tory in a Bog, 
Or an Ape with a Clog: | 
Even ſuch 1s the man, who when he may go free, 
Does hisJiberty lole, 
In a Marrimony noole: 
And ſells himſelf into Captivity. 


The Dog he doth howl, when the bottle doth jog ; 
The Verm.n,the Thief, and che Tory in vain, 
Oh the T rap,of che Jail, of the Quagmire complain : 
But weil fare poor Pup, 
For he p avs with his clog : 
And though he would be rid on't rather then his life 
Yet he hugs and tugs ic as a man does his wife. 


— 


———— 


16  FWeftminſter-Drollery. 


Upon His Maj-flies P,Q1., « crawn by « foir L: 7. 


Our hand with Nature at a noble ftrife, 

Hath paid our Soveraign a preat ſhare of life 
'rrangefarettbatCharks didnerc more fi mlytund, 
['hen when evicc reſcued by a Female haids ' » + 
Fair Voucher ot the Royal head, which 4 c'owe 
Though trſt ro \' adam Lane, yer next to you”: 

Bit her: ur: glory mech don hers outvie,! - 
She us'd diſo guiſe, you uſe difcovery:: 

And ſurc the es not ſo much of Honor ſhown 
To ſave by hicing, as by muking known; 

Yet hence for you the ogds do higher lie, 

She ſaved from dearh, you trom Mz tality ; 

Who 1 daipygitt of -fate can p ve renrieve, 
Andi in gas Aletblets Image make him 1.9, 
Wartrockr grew avorg't mult quit the leaves of fame, 
There never was a make King ll yon came, 

Hud Sheba's Queen known thus; the need not rome 
She: had (c&3 the Learned Monarch nearer home : 
O how Fargike wou'd tret limfelt by you, 

Baffled at once in th' Art and Obj-& too 

Nature her [cit amaz'd, doth ſc:rce yet know 

F or certain, whether lhe dre of b othoryu: 

Any we ſzcing ſo much litc in eh Im :age ſhown, 
Fea; i2't ir ſp-ak. ard laya cliimtoth? Crown, 


And 


|S es ID © ww ww WH rf An 


ws 
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And the Vulgar apt to a more gro{s miſtake, 
Should Che les but for his his Pictures pifturo take, 
Who knows what harm mightfrom,your peucl come 
If Painting had not been an Art that's dumb. «© -- 
IW or Fer 8 ſti1t ſear ch had cea>'d, did Cromwel know 
How :muca of Chir/es 1 our hand could ro 1m ſhew 
And thepre t Rebel would contented be 
To have mwthered him in this Effigie : 
Wherein l;c doth ſo muca him(elfappear, 
I'm in th' preſence whilſt I ſpy him here. 
His Crown he may from others hands recetve, 
V'ut onely you Charles to himſelf cquld WC. 
Tole rhus hvely drawn. 1sth' onely chit 
Could alnoſt make me wiſh my ſelf a King. 

Go on fair hand, and by a Noblec Aitg, _ + 
Make Chi ler a Prince compleat in every pait.;.: 1 
And to the World this rare exa1 ple ſhow, _ 


You can make Ki19%, ard Set them Subjegts oa 


£4, 
- 
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CAT AL OOUUuEe 
OF THE | 

SONGS and POEMS. 


I. T* firſt Song at the Ma'que at (ourt. 
2.T be [ccond Song at the Moſque at C urt, 

3. How bard « an. heart to be cured. | 

4. Clora Ler my paſcion ever. 

- $, eAwife do hte 

6, Wert thou but balf ſo wiſe as thew art fair. | 

7. Alat What ſoall I do. 

8. Silvia tef{ me how long it will be: with the Arſe or 
and the Reply. | 

9. Where #ver / am, ani what ever [ dc. 

10, Poor Celia once was ve'y fair. 

11. World thou art ſo wicked grown. 

12. Held, bold, and no further a "van © 


T3. Seek 


(L3 


; A 


or 


Seek. 
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13. Seek not to knaw 4 women. 

is. Hew unhappy 4 L'vir am 1. 

16.0 ye power Gods, if I muſh be, 

17. Come live with we and be. 

18. How ſcvere is forgerful old age. 

19. Never per [wade me tot, I vow 

20. Farewel, farewel, f nd Girl. 

21. Love fare thee well. 

22, Adeny declare what torments there are. 


- 23+ Phillis for ſo ,wwe let us dmprove. 
. 24. My lo:e « full of noble pride. 


25. Bright Celia know, 'rwas 1:08 thine eyes. 
26. All the flatterier of fate. 

27. Leve that % chrewed a jiich toe bigb, 
28. Burn and conſume wretched heart. 

29. 0 fain world | before I ys. 


. 30» T bu! all owy life long. 


31. On thy bank of a Brook. 

32. Cellamina of my heart. 

33. Bene:th a myrtle foade. 

34. T be diſconſolate Lover. 

35. The ſubtile and coy Girl. 

36. The drawirg of Valentines. 

37. Te furious Seold ſerv din ber kind. 

38. On the five Declenſpons, 4 Song. 

39. On th. three degree) of Compariſon, A Songs 


40. The 


A Catalogue, &c. 


40. The kind Husban!, br: I: Þ* Yachts ! 
41: Make ready fair Lady. 
42. My name » boueſt Hairy, 
4 I ſaw a Peacech with a fiery + tarl, 
4 4+ My w ſhis preet the Engl! ” Flret. 
45- 11etell you trur whether aet' ſt 47. 
45. A Dii'ogue between William an; ' Harry. 
47: Ton mtaner beaitties of the m_bot. 
48. Th d- ſcriyti " of th. Spriag. | 
49: Stay Shephtr1, prether Shep' ri ſthiy- 
$0. The Sou!4.er1 Reſolution. 
$1. On th. Gol-en Croſs in Cheapſide. 
52 Apre'end.rto Gentil: ty [uſpefted for a Theol. 
53. A bli b :ndCountrey Laſs. 
54. If lov. be life, i lon; tod.e, 
55-1 ſerve Aminca n hiter than the ſnow, 
$6. The- {eſcriptien of Lon 1,6: a Pial-gue 
57. A Song calle, | oves Lottery. 
58. Poor Cloris wept, an ! from hey e. ef, 
59. 0n men ſeap d drow: in; ina tempeſt. 
60. Of the great heat in 2 g\ Pr. 
61,Of a mich y ram, 
62. The Blunt Liner. 
63. A Watch loſt in a T aver». 
G64. A Sin; nubthe Lit yn jolt. 
65. Devino@venere. 


8 BEE: 66 On 


6 On 


A Catalogue, Oc. 


66. On wine. 
67. A Song, called4 Hide Park. 
68. 1o bus coy CMiſtrrs. = 
69. A I 1alopg,ue con. er, in: har, ! 
7 hat Beauty [ a ior 1 b. fore. 
70. A Catch for three vo\ cer. 
71, Cloris whe! 1 to Ihee preſent, 
72. Th. forf ak ” laid. 
73. On a pPrics'e T ay/er. 
24. The Scotiſh Gv'ls cmmtlaint. 
75- O : Fa rfor (purch Wiriows. 
-6. The Loa! Oo 
77.0n hu firſt L 
75. On 115 Mitre, £ cang ts /ea. 
79. On ablyſh, 
SO. [- praiſe of 1 Mak: 
81. Excu efor @oſence. 

2. To ki CAliſtris, 
$3. 1'ic jacet John S; 1crthoſe, 
84, /nother on ins iſt: is. 
35. A Si;h. 
86.T «ſpruce ind vr fincly /eck; Lc 
87. The Good F.llows $ ng. 
88. U,on | aſting. 
8g. One wiſht meto ante. 
90. On a Lover that Wonl | not br lou 4 a' ain, 


A 


dv 
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92. A Rural Soup. 

93+ A Scotch Sexg, called Gilderoy. 
$4. 4 Song to bis HMiſirs. 

95. The Advice. 

96. A Vifen 

97. The Bachelors Song. 


93. Upon Hu Mea eftics Pilture, draw by « fair | 


Lady. 


FINTs. 
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